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Dear Gamut Reader, 
We missed it. You missed it. So we're bringing 
it back. This holiday season marks the return of the 
highly popular 2-for-l subscription offer and 
chance to give the gift of Gamut to your 
friends - at a great price! 
Renew now (or begin one new sub-
scription) and get one additional subscription 
to give as a gift. If you have more than one person 
on your gift list, don't worry. In addition to your one 
free gift, additional subscriptions are half-price. 
So now is the time to renew, even if your 
subscription has some time to go; think of the 
money you will save and of the reading pleasure 
you can give to your friends, relatives and 
acquaintances. 
Send $15 for your one-year renewal plus the 
name and mailing address of that special person you 
want to send a gift subscription to. 
We wish you a happy holiday season and a full 
and successful new year. 
Sincerely, 
~? 
James Guilford 
Circulation Manager 
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Editorial 
Not Taking It Lying Down 
I am a fussy eater, I admit it. When I am in a restaurant and I 
order a dish, let us say broiled chicken and a vegetable or 
potatoes, and I specify that I do not wish to receive it with a gar­
nish of tomatoes, lettuce, pickles, or other greenery, three times 
out of four, the server will have forgotten my request and dismiss 
my complaint about it as mere fussiness. At that point my interest 
in this particular dish evaporates and I order something else, with 
a considerably better chance of getting what I ask for. This sort of 
disturbance used to trouble my wife, who dislikes what she calls 
"scenes" and is easily embarrassed by the attention of the other 
diners, not realizing that some of them probably wish they had not 
passively accepted their server's misinterpretation of their request. 
But all this fuss has behind it a moral principle: the belief that 
tolerating slipshod attention to detail invites an increase of disor­
der in society and the world. 
Ours is a tolerant society. That is one of its virtues, one we can 
take satisfaction in. We hardly even stare at men with tonsures 
who wear saffron robes and ring little bells while trying to inveigle 
us into their oddball worship. We view with indifference a homely 
woman wearing a T-shirt bearing the words "Kiss me I'm Irish." 
We understand that everyone has a right to a support group, 
whether based on sexual preference or a belief in aliens with or 
without spaceships and we put up with the inconvenience of co­
workers insisting that they are as entitled to observe Satan's 
birthday as Christ's. But tolerance of different ideas is not the 
same as tolerance of imposition. 
Those who impose on us while pretending that their rights 
should be respected overlook the rights of others. Playing loud 
music in boom boxes or car woofers is not free expression-it is 
the imposition of one person's taste on the public. Noise pollution 
is as noxious as toxic pollution of the air, ground, or water and has 
been shown to create physical ailments. Although there is an or­
dinance against such disturbance of the peace, the noisemakers 
break it and the passive victims put up with it. The same is true of 
the speed limit on highways. If I try to drive at 55 on an interstate, 
not only does everyone pass me, but they do so with indignant 
glares or they stay a bare half car's length behind those they wish 
4 
to intimidate. They are probably unaware of the physics of moving 
bodies, what happens when a force of 3000 pounds hits a body at 
55 miles an hour. 
Oddly enough, these invasions of one's pursuit of equanimity 
are more insidious than serious crimes, such as robbery, the block­
ading of abortion clinics by determined zealots, driving without a 
license or insurance-which are more rare and which the law can 
deal with. Only individuals can protect themselves against the 
mass of minor impositions that affeCt peaceful enjoyment and the 
desired quality of life. The increase of rudeness, the loss of civility: 
these changes move us in the direction of the sort of society we 
previously expected to encounter only in the forbidden territories 
of the third world. Only determined resistance to every diminution 
of civility can save us. The next time you get mustard when you 
asked for mayonnaise, don't be a milquetoast Strike a blow for 
civilization and return the dish. 
[If you feel strongly enough to write about an issue of this 
type, send it to us and we shall consider it for publication in our 
new "Opinion" section (see p. 91 for an example).] 
Medicine 

Too Much Sugar, Too Little History 
Lawrence Martin 
On morning rounds in the medical intensive care unit (MIeU) , 
Peter Mance, one of the interns, presented the case of a 30-year-old 
woman admitted the previous night with diabetic coma and 
ketoacidosis. The patient had developed gastroenteritis two days 
earlier and stopped taking her daily insulin injections. 
Dr. Mance had stayed up with his dehydrated, acidotic patient 
most of the night, balancing her blood glucose and acid levels with 
the proper amount of insulin and fluids. Before the insulin era she 
would probably not have survived hospitalization. Now modem 
medicine-and a conscientious intern-had changed her condition 
from critical to stable in less than twelve hours. 
In diabetes the body's normal supply of insulin is either absent 
or deficient Without insulin, a hormone made by the pancreas, 
glucose cannot enter the cells and be used as energy. Without 
insulin, glucose accumulates outside the cells, in the blood. Depend­
ing on the severity of diabetes the blood glucose level may range from 
normal to over ten times normal. 
Ketoacidosis, the most extreme state of uncontrolled diabetes, 
results from a sudden and severe lack of insulin; glucose builds up 
in the blood rapidly, to dangerously high levels. To forestall starva­
tion the cells tum to abundant fat as an alternative fuel. Metabolism 
of fat, less efficient than that of glucose, causes a buildup of harmful 
acid products called ketoacids-hence the term diabetic 
ketoacidosis, or DKA. The hallmark ofDKAis an excess of acids and 
glucose in the blood. 
DKA patients are very dehydrated because the extra blood 
glucose spills into the urine along with a large amount of the body's 
water. Glucose, a type of sugar, is not normally present in urine. 
''Tasting the urine" was an early way to diagnose diabetes (not a test 
of modem medicine). The full name of the disease is from an early 
... Lawrence Martin, 
M.D.. is chief of the 
Division ofPulmonary 
and Critical Care 
Medicine at Mt. Sinai 
Hospital in Cleveland, 
Ohio. Of this article he 
says, '''Too Much Sugar' 
conveys my belief that 
most recent medical 
graduates know too little 
ofmedical history. There 
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which is that medical his­
tory is not taught in any 
depth in our medical 
schools. " Martin 's third 
book. "Pickwickian" and 
Other Stories of Intensive 
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by Lakeside Press this 
year. 
6 Lawrence Martin 
description in Latin that referred to the urine: diabetes (to pass 
through) mellitus (honeyed). 
Not every MICU patient has to have triple organ failure or 
present ungodly ethical dilemmas. Dr. Mance's patient was a 
textbook case of D KA This patient, at least, presented a straightfor­
ward problem amenable to therapy. 
We went in to see her, a pleasant Puerto Rican woman named 
Carlita Gomez. Mrs. Gomez looked and acted normal, which in itself 
was remarkable. From just her appearance you would not know how 
sick she had been a day earlier. 
"How do you feel?" 1 asked. 
"Much better, doctor." 
"What happened that you had to come to the hospital? Did you 
forget to take your insulin?" 
"No. Two days ago 1 began vomiting and was sick to my stomach. 
1 didn't eat so 1 didn't take my insulin yesterday or the day before." 
"Why didn't you come to the hospital right away?" 
"1 thought it would get better,like a stomach virus or something. 
Yesterday 1 got much worse and came to the emergency room." 
''What made you finally decide to come in?" 
"1 felt very dizzy and sick. My boyfriend said 1 looked very bad 
and he brought me." 
"Peter," 1 said, "can you describe what she looked like on admis­
sion?" 
"I saw her about twenty minutes after she arrived at the emer­
gency room. She was very somnolent. 1 had to rouse her to answer 
Questions, but she was lethargic and couldn't give me any informa­
tion except her name." 
"Was she short of breath?" 
"Well, she didn't look like an acute asthmatic or anything, but 
her breathing was rapid and deep." 
Rapid and deep, the classic breathing pattern in DKA, is the 
body's attempt to balance the excess keto acids by hyperventilation 
or "blowing them off." The other classic symptom, excessive urina­
tion, causes great thirst and water ingestion. 
"Mrs. Gomez, were you very thirsty before you came to the 
hospital?" 
''Yes, 1 must have drunk twenty glasses of water yesterday and 
the day before. 1 couldn't seem to get enough water." 
"I bet you went to the bathroom a lot, too." 
''Yes." 
"Has this ever happened to you before, that you had to come to 
the hospital for your diabetes?" 
Too Much Sugar, Too Little History 7 
"I once came to the emergency room with the flu and they said 
my blood sugar was high, but I didn't have to stay in the hospital." 
Mrs. Gomez had had diabetes since she was 21, and she had 
taken insulin for those ten years. Her mother was diabetic also but 
controlled her symptoms with anti-diabetic pills. Mrs. Gomez was 
divorced and had two children. She hadn't had any problems with 
her pregnancies, although both of the babies were heavy, her doctor 
said, as a result of her diabetes. The children are healthy with no 
apparent symptoms of diabetes. 
Further history revealed that Mrs. Gomez was followed in our 
hospital's diabetes clinic, that she was compliant with her insulin 
therapy, and that she did not suffer from the potential ravages of the 
disease, such as kidney failure and vascular disease. She supported 
herself with income from the state's Aid to Dependent Children 
program and some help from her mother. 
We attributed her exacerbation to non-specific 
gastroenteritis, an inflammation of the stomach and intes­
tines probably caused by a virus. She stopped taking insulin 
because she couldn't eat, but this only accelerated the cycle 
leading to high blood sugar and DKA. 
I reviewed Dr. Mance's charting of insulin dose and 
blood test results. In the emergency room Mrs. Gomez's 
blood glucose was 948 milligrams/100 cc, over nine times 
the normal value of 80 to 100 milligrams/100 cc. Her bicar­
bonate level was only six, about a quarter normal and indica-
She stopped taking 
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tive of severe acidosis (the lower the bicarbonate, an alkali used in 
antacids, the more acid is in the blood). Dr. Mance's meticulous chart 
showed that both glucose and bicarbonate levels were returning to 
normal, a direct result of insulin and fluid therapy. 
"Let's see. She's now receiving two units of insulin an hour, right? 
And her blood glucose is down to two hundred forty and bicarbonate 
up to nineteen?" 
"Yes, those are the latest values," Dr. Mance affirmed. 
'Well, it looks like she's on herway to complete recovery. You've 
done a good job, Peter. How's your stomach?" 1 asked Mrs. Gomez. 
"Do you think you can eat now?" 
"I feel much better," she said. "I think I'd like to try something." 
"Peter, let's start her on a soft diet, and advance her to regular 
food if she tolerates that." 
I thanked Mrs. Gomez and we stepped outside her room to 
continue the discussion. 
'We should be able to switch her to subcutaneous insulin (in­
sulin by injection) later today (the method she used at home) . Let's 
keep her in MICU until she's off intravenous insulin." 
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"OK" 
I turned to the medical student, Sarah Miles, a bright and ener­
getic woman about five years younger than Mrs. Gomez. "A fairly 
typical case of DKA, don't you think, Sarah? Have you had a chance 
to read about her problem?" 
"Yes. I read about it last night." 
Sarah was on call the nightbefore and had stayed up to help treat 
Mrs. Gomez. 
"What did you read?" 
"I read that DKA patients typically show hyperventilation and 
stupor, and that reversal is fairly rapid with treatment, which always 
consists of fluids and insulin." 
'That's right. What did doctors do with these patients before 
insulin was available?" 
There was no answer. 
"Starvation," I said. "Doctors prescribed starvation diets to their 
diabetic patients. Unfortunately, without insulin, almost everyone 
with ketoacidosis died. How long has insulinbeen available? Did your 
Today's "correct" 
therapy may be 
viewed as wrong­
headed nonsense by 
future generations. 
book mention that bit of history, Sarah?" 
"No, 1didn't see that," she replied. 
"Well, how old are you, ifyou don't mind my asking?" 
"Twenty-four." 
"Was insulin around when you were born in 1965?" 
"I think so," she said, perhaps wondering what the 
question had to do with our patient. 
''Well, was insulin around in 1955?" 
Bill Sedgwick, the other intern on rounds, spoke up. "I 
think that's when insulin was introduced. 1955." He spoke 
with assurance, as ifhe really knew the answer. 
"Anybody disagree with Bill?" I asked. No one answered. 
Everyone seemed to agree 1955 was when insulin became available. 
If so, they were only off by three decades. 
Ignorance about this seminal event in medicine wasn't their fault, 
if it could even be called a fault. "History ofMedicine" is almost never 
taught in medical school. Even the historical aspects of everyday 
diagnosis and therapy are usually omitted. One principal reason is 
that the teachers are themselves often ignorant or uninterested, and 
that's too bad. 
Doctors interested in history know that it helps provide perspec­
tive and humility in daily practice. It teaches us that today's "correct" 
therapy may be viewed as wrong-headed nonsense by future genera­
tions, much as we view primitive therapy of the nineteenth century 
and earlier. 
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Knowledge of historical events can also be of practical impor­
tance. For example, anti-tuberculous drug therapy was only intro­
duced in the late 1940s. Anyone who contracted TB before then could 
not possibly have received effective drug therapy, yet on more than 
one occasion I've been told on rounds, by somewell-meaning medical 
resident, that a patient received "TB drugs" in the 1930s or early 
1940s . . 
Another time a house officer placed a patient's treatment for 
Legionnaire's disease in a year before the disease was first described 
(1976)! Even local history is important. A patient could not have had 
a CAT scan before the machine was available (in our hospital, 1978), 
yet I have been presented with the results of such phantom scans. 
Like any history, of course, medicine's is far more than dates. 
The pioneering work of Banting, Best, Macleod, and Collip in insulin, 
of Koch in tuberculosis, of Pasteur in rabies, and of Enders and Salk 
in polio vaccine, cannot be taught by dates alone. The stories behind 
major medical breakthroughs are invariably full of scientific excite­
ment and human drama (and are well-told in numerous books, such 
as Paul DeKruifs Microbe Hunters, Michael Bliss's The Discovery of 
Insulin, ~d James Watson's The Double Helix). Still, it would be 
helpful if young physicians knew a few important dates. 
"1922," I said. "Insulin was introduced into clinical medicine in 
1922. The first patient to receive insulin was a thirteen-year-old 
diabetic boy named Leonard Thompson. In what city?" 
"Boston," guessed Dr. Sedgwick. 
"New York," said Dr. Miles. 
"London?" said one of the nurses, in a final desperate stab. 
"N o. Everyone give up? Toronto. The Toronto General Hospital. 
January 11,1922. And who received a Nobel Prize for the discovery 
of insulin?" 
"Banting," said Dr. Sedgwick, who was still out to win the trivia 
prize. 
"You're half right," I said. "Banting who?" 
"That's his last name. I don't remember his first name." 
"Did anybody else get the Nobel Prize for work on insulin?" 
No answer . . 
"How about Best? Banting and Best, does that ring a bell?" The 
two names, of course, are forever linked with the discovery of insulin. 
'They are names you probably heard before you entered medical 
school. Like Salk and Sabin. Probably because of the Nobel Prize, I 
bet. Salk and Sabin got the Nobel Prize for the polio vaccine, and 
Banting and Best got it for insulin. Right?" 
There was a general murmur of agreement. 
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"Does anyone disagree?" Ifmy questions seemed obnoxious no 
one complained. In any case I felt compelled to continue, especially 
since no one disagreed with my purposely erroneous statement 
about Salk, Sabin, and Best. 
"Well, for starters, Sabin and Salk did not win the Nobel Prize. 
They developed and introduced the polio vaccines, but never got a 
Nobel Prize for their work. The Prize was given for earlier work on 
culturing the polio virus in monkey kidney cells, work that was 
published in 1949. So who got the prize for work on polio?" 
Now they were baffled. I was asking a bit of trivia they must have 
missed in school. No one answered so I continued. 
'The Nobel Prize was awarded to three Americans, Drs. Enders, 
Robbins, and Weller, in 1954, before the polio vaccine was even 
released. They were the ones who developed a method to culture the 
polio virus. Without their work there would have been no vaccine. 
And it was in Boston, too." 
"Are you sure Salk and Sabin never got the Nobel prize?" asked 
Dr. Sedgwick, still unbelieving. 
"I'm sure. They got just about every other prize, but not the one 
from Stockholm." 
"What about Banting and Best? Didn't they get it for discovering 
insulin?" 
''Yes and no. That's an interesting story," I said. "Anybody want 
to hear it?" 
I wasn't sure anyone did, but I wanted to tell it. It is one of the 
more fascinating stories of medical discovery. 
Looking toward the patient I said, '''There's more to a case like 
this than just glucose and bicarbonate levels. Sometimes we take 
these modem miracles too much for granted." 
Before 1922 young diabetics were treated with low carbohydrate, 
starvation diets. Even so, patients with DKA invariably died in coma. 
William Osler, in his 1892 The Principles and Practice ofMedicine, a 
standard text of the era, wrote: 
In children the disease [diabetes] is rapidly progressive, and may 
prove fatal in a few days ... as a general rule, the older the patient at the 
time of onset the slower the course .... In true diabetes instances of cure 
are rare ... . Our injunctions today are those of Sydenham [an earlier 
physician]: "Let the patient eat food of easy digestion, such as veal, 
mutton, and the like, and abstain from all sorts of fruit and garden stuff." 
The carbohydrates in the food should be reduced to a minimum. 
Too Much Sugar, Too Little History 11 
Reflecting medical practice of the day, Osler's text devotes al­
most a full page to specific dietary recommendations, listing those 
items which the diabetic may take and those which were prohibited. 
Among the latter was "ordinary bread of all sorts." 
Osler's comment on "medicinal treatment" of diabetes was an 
understatement: 'This is most unsatisfactory, and no one drug ap­
pears to have a directly curative influence." 
In fact, no drug was even indirectly curative. On the subject of 
diabetic coma, Osler wrote: 'The coma is an almost hopeless com­
plication. " 
Frederick Banting was a 30-year-old surgeon from London, On­
tario, who had the idea of isolating the specific secretion of the Banting and Best, 
and the dog thatpancreas that lowers glucose in the blood. By the end of World 
responded to insulin. War I scientists knew some substance in the pancreas acted to lower July 1921. From
glucose, but no one had been able to isolate it or use pancreatic Diabetes Mellitus by
extract successfully in diabetic patients. Banting moved to Toronto Marguerite M. Martin, 
in 1921 to work in the lab of Dr. John Macleod, a Scottish physiologist R.N" (W.B. Saunders 
Company, 1960).who was an expert in the field of carbohydrate metabolism. 
Banting was _-------------~=-----""I 
aided in his work by 
Charles Best, a 22­
year-old medical stu­
dent. The two of them 
succeeded in prepar­
ing an extract of 
pancreas that did 
lower blood sugar in 
dogs. This extract was 
produced by taking 
out the pancreas of a 
dog, combining it with 
alcohol, and filtering it 
to produce a liquid. 
This liquid was then 
injected into a dog 
without a pancreas, 
whose blood sugar 
would have been very 
high. Within a few 
hours the dog's blood 
sugar level came 
down. This extract, of 
course, contained in­
sulin. Under their 
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direction the first human trial of insulin took place in january, 1922 
(history records earlier animal trials of crude pancreatic extract, most 
notably by a Georg Ludwig Zuelzer in Berlin, but nothing came of 
that research). 
Leonard Thompson, age 13, weighed only 64 pounds when he 
was admitted to Toronto General in December, 1921. His diagnosis: 
diabetic ketoacidosis. He was initially given a diet consisting of only 
vegetables (see "A Case of Diabetes Mellitus," New England Journal 
of Medicine, February 11, 1982). Before he received insulin 
Thompson's blood sugar ranged from 350 to 560 milligrams/lOO cc. 
Thompson was still in the hospital when Banting and Best were 
ready with their extract in january, 1922, so he was the first human 
to receive it. According to the hospital record, Thompson's blood 
sugar fell from 470 to 320 milligrams/100 cc. six hours after the 
injection. 
It took Banting and Best two weeks to get more of the extract 
and Thompson didn't receive his next injection until january 23. His 
blood sugar responded by falling again. Thompson continued to 
receive insulin and was sent home on May 15, 1922, weighing 67 
pounds. 
Patients near death 
were miraculously 
resurrected after 
only (lJ few injections 
of the vital hormone. 
Almost from the very beginning the discovery of insulin 
sparked controversy. Up until early 1922 Macleod had 
played no direct role in the discovery. Although he had 
acted as advisor on a number of the experiments, and 
Banting and Best used his lab, Macleod was actually out of 
the country in the summer of 1921 when most of the impor­
tant dog experiments were conducted. 
The earliest scientific reports listed only Banting and 
Best as authors. In fact, Banting later wrote that he was 
discouraged in his work by Macleod, and that Macleod told 
him that "negative results would be of great physiological 
value." When it became clear that an important discovery had been 
made Macleod got involved and orchestrated the production of 
insulin and further research into its use. 
At the time insulin was considered a cure for diabetes so the 
discovery was quite a sensation. And no wonder. Patients near death 
were miraculously resurrected after only a few injections of the vital 
hormone. As expected, the discovery led . to the Nobel prize for 
Physiology or Medicine. Itwas awarded in the fall of 1923 to Banting 
and ... Macleod. 
Upon hearing of the award Banting was furious. In his view, 
Macleod had done none of the original work but only impeded his 
own brilliant research. Banting thought Charles Best should have 
shared the prize. 
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Since Best was only a student at the time, and did not present 
any of the research at meetings, as did Banting and Macleod, his role 
in the discovery was not prominently featured. The Nobel committee 
was aware of Best (he was co-author on the original papers) but was 
more impressed by Macleod's senior status and the fact that he 
presented much of the research at scientific gatherings, one of which 
was attended by a Nobel committeeman. Also, by intention, the 
Nobelcommittee wanted to honor only two recipients (it was not until 
1945 that three people would share a Nobel prize for Physiology or 
Medicine). To the Nobel committee in Sweden Banting and Macleod 
seemed the logical choices. 
Banting tried to correct the injustice by giving half of his award 
to Best (the total monetary award in 1922 was $24,000). As it turns 
out, another scientist was also overlooked by the Nobel committee, 
a biochemist named J.D. CoUip. CoUip was responsible for purifying 
insulin far beyond what Banting and Best had achieved with their 
crude extract. In fact CoUip had purified all the injections given the 
Thompson boy except the first one. After being apprised of Banting's 
gesture Macleod shared half of his prize money with CoUip. 
For the next two decades there was bitter (and private) feuding 
among all four men over priorities and who did what. Banting con­
tinued to believe that Macleod had hogged the limelight and 
deserved no credit for the discovery of insulin. Macleod thought 
Banting was an ungrateful young doctor who didn't appreciate how 
much he, the senior professor, had contributed to the discovery. 
Best, of course, was truly slighted by the Nobel Committee and many 
contemporaries felt he should have been named a recipient of the 
prize. 
Best's contribution has been fully recognized by history, not to 
mention the University of Toronto. He outlived everyone in the story, 
dying in 1978 after a distinguished career as a professor of physiol­
ogy. CoUip also achieved long-lasting recognition for his pioneering 
work on purifying insulin. Macleod died in 1935, in Scotland. As for 
Banting, he died in a plane crash in Newfoundland in 1941. 
"Well, that's enough about the discovery of insulin," I said. 
"Anybody have any questions?" 
"What happened to the boy who got the insulin?" asked Dr. 
Sedgwick. 
"He lived another thirteen years, dying in 1935 at age twenty­
seven, of severe bronchopneumonia. They did an autopsy and found 
the ravages of diabetes, including a shrunken pancreas." 0 
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Books 

Colloquies in a Pagan Land 
Reminiscences and opinions of an Ohio 
frontier preacher 
Jack Matthews 
At some unknown date in the early 1800s, an old man named William 
Hunter died, and his passing was described as follows: "A few 
minutes before death (not being sick), he called in the family to bid 
them farewell, leaned back in his chair, praising God aloud, and died 
without a pain, aged nearly one hundred years. The mortal remains 
of this holy and happy saint lie on the high hill just east of the city of 
Zanesville [Ohio], without a stone or mark to denote the resting-place 
of so good a man." 
Today, William Hunter is almost, though not quite, as obscure a 
figure as that population of a hundred billion or so people who once 
lived but are now utterly forgotten. And yet, he once had a certain 
local renown in Zanesville, for not only did he live for almost a 
century, but he could remember the time when John Wesley had 
visited his house in Ireland, and stood up in a large armchair to 
preach, afterwards placing his hands on the heads of each of William 
Hunter's three children, blessing them and their children to come. 
That brief account of his holy departure is taken from The Life 
and Times ofJoseph H. Creighton, A.M., who, the title page informs 
us, was "Of the Ohio Conference." We are also told that the book was 
"Written by Himself and His Friends" and published in Lithopolis, 
Ohio, in 1899. But who was Creighton, and why should we want to 
know about him? He was a nineteenth-century Ohio physician and 
minister and, through his mother, the grandson of the venerable 
William Hunter. Wesley's blessing may have had an effect, for by 
1899 Creighton had become sufficiently famous to have his biog­
raphy published, with a run of perhaps three or four hundred copies, 
probably offered at something like a dollar apiece. 
Today, this would be a bargain for two reasons. The book is a 
small handsomely designed octavo, bound in sober gray linen with 
the title in a chaste gilt type on the front and spine. The text is 
well-printed on inexpensive wove paper, and the Table of Contents is 
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so detailed thatitis almost a page-by-page abstract of what is to follow. 
In short, here is one of that select class of beautifully crafted books 
printed from 1890 to 1910 that deserve to be collected as artifacts, 
even when their content is not deserving of respect. 
But Creighton's book would beworthwhile even ifit were printed 
on pulp paper and bound in art deco cardboard, for it is the product 
of a man possessed of strong convictions and vivid memory. And as 
the Table of Contents indicates, he was a man unafraid of forming 
opinions in all directions, ranging from 'Tobacco and Heart Disease" 
to 'The Newspaper"; from "Swedenborgianism" to "Mnemonics"; 
and from 'Temperance in Pagan Lands" to ''Woman~s Nature." One 
of my favorite pieces is titled "WhatTo Put on a Tombstone." Its basic 
message is, "Choose your words carefully and make it short." 
But, as with all readable biographies, it is the stories that matter. 
To tell and hear stories is our abiding human need. Without stories, 
our full humanity would remain untold. Gossip, while almost always 
maligned, is nevertheless food for ourfamished spirits. We know this 
is so, but are ashamed of the fact. We need stories because they are 
weighted with human event. They point to our essence, connecting 
beginnings and ends. What could be more interesting or more 
important? 
In this regard, Creighton's book is worthy, for it is filled with 
anecdotes. For example, those who have not read it may know little 
about 'The Resurrection War," as it raged-which is to say, didn't 
rage-in central Ohio in the late 1830s. There were corpses in this 
curious war, but no casualties. The scene of the nearest thing to a 
battle was the Worthington Medical College, "the oldest medical 
college in Ohio," eventually moved to become the Medical School at 
the University of Cincinnati. It was in 1837 that Creighton matricu­
lated, just in time to take part in the action. 
This was a day when allopathy and homeopathy were them­
selves at war. As thesis and antithesis, these two theories of healing 
were locked in a dialectic struggle, awaiting their gradual synthesis 
over the next century. * And generally, so far as the arts of healing 
went, the 1830s were a time of Chaos and Old Night. Bleeding still 
played a major role in therapy, and there was a bull market in 
cadavers for anatomy courses. So it is not surprising that the college 
evoked a certain distrust in the community, a distrust exacerbated 
(in Creighton's words) "by the careless way in which subjects for 
dissection were obtained." 
Obtaining subjects for dissection? We're talking about body 
snatching, here; and the local citizenry knew it, and were wrathful 
and indignant in their knowledge. So when it was learned that a posse 
had gathered to march on the campus, the college prepared to defend 
• The year Creighton 
entered college was the 
year the first 
Homeopathic Society 
was formed In Ohio. 
16 Jack Matthews 
• I have written about 
Billy Cravens in "Adven­
tures Following Old 
Trails: a section of Book­
ing in the Heartland 
(Johns Hopkins University 
Press, 1986). Cravens was 
so strong that after he'd 
picked up and thrown a 
non-believer over a 
fence, his chastened an­
tagonist asked if he 
wouldn't throw his horse 
over after him, so he 
could depart in peace. 
itself. The scene is one of great interest: a body of medical students 
arming themselves to defend against a raid of citizenry intent upon 
stealing their cadavers, Creighton wrote as follows: 'The students 
and their friends by chance got word in time . .. to prepare themselves 
with pistols and shotguns and every kind of firearm they could get, 
and fortified themselves in the college. When the opposers came, the 
students were ready for a fight. A lawyer by the name of Powell, from 
Delaware, made a speech, and the crowd outside was large and 
enthusiastic; but it was not safe to make an attack, for undoubtedly 
those young Esculapians inside would have fired if the attack had 
been made." 
Here is an interesting variation on town/gown relations, but, 
essentially, we can understand it. Only .. . where were the faculty 
during this threat upon their domain? And where was the rhetoric 
about university-trained infidels and/or intellectuals? And where the 
counter rhetoric about "academic freedom?" Creighton does not 
mention such things, but I would like to think they were present, to 
help us understand that people were then as gifted in hypocrisy and 
gaseous muddlement as today: . 
After graduating, Creighton practiced medicine for a while, but 
then studied to become a minister. He must have been a good 
preacher, for he could tell lively stories. Many have to do with the 
inevitable clash between frontier and Christian values. The Midwest 
of the early circuit riders teemed with ruffians who were determined 
to humiliate preachers; or, if there were no preachers handy, the 
nearest available schoolmaster. Some of these preachers, like Billy 
Cravens, would subdue their critics by brute strength; but Creighton 
was frail and had to rely upon subtler methods. * 
His neatest riposte was at a revival in Johnstown, Ohio, reported 
as follows: an "infidel schoolteacher, by name of Doud ... said that 
religion was only for the weak and timorous, and gave as proof of this 
that there were more women than men at the altar of prayer. 
Creighton, hearing of this remark, answered it the next evening, by 
telling that he had been invited to preach to the convicts a few weeks 
before in the Ohio Penitentiary, and he found that there were five 
hundred men and only four women. 'Now,' said he, 'ifyou will tell me 
why this great difference there, perhaps I can tell you why there is 
some difference here.'" 
This is Creighton's book, so we must expect his anecdotes to be 
like that one-edifying, but edifying only in one direction. Indeed, as 
judged by the evidence, this man's righteousness was a perpetual 
wonder. Having hired a feeble old Irishman to saw wood, Creighton 
remarks that he was "hardly able to follow his business, and worked 
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with a very dull saw, and smoked almost all the time." Creighton 
eventually started to catechize the old man, leading him point by 
point to this climactic question: "'And don't you think you would be 
stronger and feel better ifyou did not smoke so much?' To which the 
old gaffer answered: 'Indeed I do, sir. I know that right well. Indeed, 
I hiv not had a twelvemonth's good health endwise since I come to 
Ameriky.'" 
Although Creighton won his argument, I would have liked him 
better if he'd kept his mouth shut, rolled up his sleeves, and helped 
the old fellow rather than stand there and lecture him. Still, this is no 
doubt chronocentric of me, for in that day of genteel prejudice a 
minister of the Gospel voluntarily helping out someone he'd just 
hired to do manual labor would have been.as unseemly as playing 
the sweet potato or dancing the Hokey Pokey. 
Irishmen were fair game for ridicule in Creighton's world, and 
he seldom neglects an opportunity to make fun of them. He reports 
on an Irish funeral in which all the mourners were obstreperously 
drunk. When the procession was two miles from the graveyard, the 
corpse was spilled out of the casket, and not discovered until they'd 
arrived at the burial site. Creighton's ridicule of this Hibernian chaos 
is an interesting contrast to his treatment of an old black man who 
had once been a slave and was now destitute. He invited this old man 
to dinner, and then helped him retrieve some money that a church 
on the east coast had raised years before to help him free his 
daughter from slavery. . 
Given Creighton's contempt for Paddy, it is no more than poetic 
justice that his own book should contain a mid-western, nineteenth­
century Methodist version of an Irish bull. Near the end he wrote: "It 
is a belief that no Christian can live without sin till after he is dead." 
Because the italics are in the text, this could no doubt be interpreted 
as whimsy or high rhetoric, but the prevailing tone of the book does 
not support such a view, ·for, while there are many jests, none are 
about religion. 
Creighton was not an entirely likable man; and yet, he knew how 
to tell stories. One of his best is about Charley McCabe. Creighton 
respected him, which means he either wasn't aware that McCabe 
bore an Irish name, or had forgiven him for the fact. "His singing 
charmed everybody that heard him," he wrote, adding, "He was also 
a very eloquent preacher. When the State was enlisting soldiers for 
the .Union army, his songs had greater power than the eloquence of 
any speaker." 
But Charley was himself caught up in the spirit of the times and 
enlisted as Chaplain of the 122d Ohio Volunteer Infantry regiment, 
marched south into battle, and was eventually captured and sent to 
--..­
--­
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Libby Prison. "Such was the charm of his wonderful voice," we are 
told, "that the rebels would stand entranced while they listened to his 
songs." 
Then in his private journal Creighton recounts their next meet­
ing in Chillicothe after the war. "Charley McCabe came to my house 
last night, about dusk. He was right from Libby Prison. We hardly 
knew him. His hair was shaved close, and he was quite emaciated. 
His skin was very dark, and, with his great heavy eyebrows hanging 
over his sunken sockets, he looked more like a Pottawatomie Indian 
than our sweet singer. But his hair soon grew out, black and sleek, 
his voice returned, and he went on his way rejoicing." 
Then there are the travel stories. Steamboats often provided 
adventure in those times, and one night in 1867 Creighton himself 
was a passenger on the Dexter when it hit a snag in the Ohio River 
near Ironton and sank. Most of the approximately forty passengers 
managed to get ashore, but their ordeal was not over. ''When on 
shore," Creighton wrote, "it was so dark that we could see nothing at 
all; but we moved. slowly up the bank, and over fences and through 
the weeds and brush, till we saw a light. When we came to the light, 
I called out to the man of the house, who answered us. I then told 
him what had befallen us, and that we wanted shelter. He said, 'You 
can't come in here.' But I said: We can. Here are a good many 
women, and they are wet and cold, and they must have shelter.'" 
But our hero's capacity for taking an easy moral stand would not 
have had an Irishman's chance if he'd been a passenger on the 
Buckeye Belle when it exploded in the lock at Beverly, on the Mus­
kingum River. Creighton heard about the explosion and was mightily 
impressed, reporting that the blast was so prodigious that it threw a 
piece of the boiler two hundred yards onto the bank, "where it killed 
a rabbit and set the leaves on fire." Obviously that rabbit's time had 
come; although for some reason, Creighton didn't make much of the 
story. 
One of the book's chief ingredients is whiskey. Distilleries were 
everyw~ere in those days, and practically everybody drank. To raise 
a barn was to ply the volunteers with peach brandy, and hope they 
didn't tumble off the rafters. There were even a few Methodist 
preachers who got so drunk they could hardly thumb open a hymn 
book. Still, the Methodists took a leading role in trying to sober up 
the Midwest; and in this respect, Creighton was typical of the breed. 
Also typical is the monitory parable that features slumbering 
wickedness awakened, inflamed, and inspired by the satanic fumes 
of booze. The following accQunt should be told in Creighton's own 
words, as follows: 
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There was a great murder case here this year. Two men-Price and 
Spear-murdered a shoemaker and liquor-dealer in Ironton. They first 
became quite under the influence ofwhisky; then they went to the shop, 
and one of them cut the man's head open with a hatchet, and the other cut 
his throat with a shoe-knife. They thought that as he sold liquor and made 
shoes he must have money, but they found only fifteen cents. For several 
days no clue could be found to the right persons; but the marshal, 
knowing these men to be desperate characters, pounced down upon one 
of them (price) on suspicion, pretending to know all about it. The man 
then confessed everything, and told the marshal who his accomplice was; 
and as they were returning to Ironton he detailed the whole tragedy. At 
the trial in the court-house there were the bloody hatchet and knife, and 
the dead man's bloody clothes, and the bottIe ofwhisky, or what was left 
of it. Price was hanged, and Spear (the worst of the two) went to prison for 
life. 
How it happened that the "worst of the two" got life in prison 
while the other was hanged isn't explained. Maybe the administra­
tion ofjustice was no clearer then than it is now. Still, it doesn't make 
much difference at this late date. And committing a murder for a 
reward of only fifteen cents has to be something of a record, even 
though fifteen cents would buy a lot more in those days than it does 
now. 
Speaking of the Indians, Creighton wrote: ''When they first saw 
a steamboat they were filled with amazement and fear. To see the 
greatscutichemon (fire canoe), as they called it, moving up the strong 
current of the Mississippi without oar or paddle, eating fire and 
breathing smoke, they felt subdued and confounded before the men 
that were so superior to themselves." Typical of his time, Creighton 
does not bother to attach a tribal designation to these "Indians." 
Probably he didn't know what their tribe was and couldn't see any 
reason why it should matter. 
I must forego other interesting stories, such as those about 
Daniel McCartney, "a mnemonical prodigy"-Irish name not­
withstanding; the lawsuit over $10 and a Christmas tree; Creighton's 
first sermon in Newark, when the first three who came forward to 
swear their faith were "an Indian, an idiot, and a harlof'; or his early 
nineteenth-century version of a drunken driving case-the culprits 
being two boozed-up drivers who almost dumped their stage coach 
into the icy waters ofAlum Creek, north ofColumbus. These stories 
awaityou ifby some unlikely chance you evercome upon Creighton's 
book. 
And yet, I can't entirely leave without referring to the wonderful 
extraordinary names. I speakofMorgan Hedges, "who would not sell 
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his com for whiskey"; and of Dr. Muttoon (his name rhyming with 
"spittoon," this insensitive scoundrel found fault with Creighton's 
first sermon). Then there was Reuben Tinker (ten years a missionary 
in the Sandwich Islands), not to mention Uriah Heath (that's right, 
and it can't be helped; but you should remember that Creighton was 
a contemporary of Dickens, so the two of them were no doubt subject 
to the same social, or perhaps celestial, astral, and onomastic influen­
ces in naming their characters). Add to these, Granville Moody and 
Jason Bull, both men of the cloth. And last, but far from least, there 
was the girl who would become Creighton's wife; I speak of Adelaide 
Frisbie, whose marriage ruined the perfection of her name. 
Could "any book with such a dramatis personae be found negli­
gible? Hardly. But we can't tarry over these names, for there is 
something else about Creighton's book that needs to be explained, 
and it will not wait any longer. While stories are essential to a good 
biography, there are stories that are not immediately identifiable as 
stories; they can sneak into forms of discourse that we tend to think 
of as far too sober and dignified for such foolishness. Indeed, they 
can crop up anywhere, at any time, in articles, essays, and dialogues 
ofall sorts, sober or not. Creighton gave his talents to all of these, but 
one especially deserves our attention. 
"Creighton wrote a great many articles in the form of colloquy," 
the text informs us, and so much is correct. He wrote colloquies on 
Ritual and Physiology, Water Baptism and the Habits of Bees. I don't 
blame him for liking to write colloquies. They're fun to write because 
one has only to create an antagonist who says the precisely right 
things for the protagonist to demolish him at every tum of the 
dialogue. And after being demolished, like the coyote in the Roadrun­
ner cartoons, or like Beetle Bailey after he has been destroyed by 
Sergeant Snorkel, this antagonist will gather together his bodily 
parts, stand up, and look as good as new-ready to ask another brittle 
question. 
Here is one of Creighton's dialogues, written before the canals 
in Ohio had been replaced by railroads. If you listen carefully, you 
will detect Creighton's stand on canal building, and perhaps even on 
politicians. 
Colloquy on the Ohio Canals 
Q. What is the chief end of the Ohio canals? 

A To furnish offices for men of our party. 

Q. Which party do the canals belong to? 
A To the Republicans when in power, and the Democrats when they 
are in power. 
Q. But has the State of Ohio no title to the canals? 
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A The State pays the bills after great breaks, and pays the 
officeholders and all deficiencies. 
Q. But we have a very encouraging report every year, endorsed by 
the governor. 
A Yes, by the men that get the salaries and manage to keep them. 
Q. But is this great internal improvement that cost more than ten 
million of no profit to the State? 
A No, it never was; and while mud is softer than steel, it never will 
be. 
Q. What amount is lost to the State every year? 

A About a hundred thousand dollars. 

Q. Why does the governor endorse the old nuisance? 

A He is a politician. 

As satiric dialogUe, this isn't bad at all. We can feel the heat of an 
indignant taxpayer even over the span of a century and a half, long 
after we can fully understand why the canal issue was once thought 
to be a serious one, worthy of earnest and partisan (ifnot necessarily 
rational) debate. 
Elsewhere, Creighton exerts his imagination differently, 
visualizing what it must be like to live inside the heads of animals. 
His short piece titled, "What A Horse Would Say IfHe Could Speak 
English," shows a certain lively fancy, along with a capacity for 
sympathy that Indians, Irishmen, and politicians could hardly credit. 
One of these fancied messages from a horse is: "Don't hitch me to 
an iron post or railing when the mercury is below freezing. I need the 
skin of my tongue." And another: "Don't lend me to some blockhead 
that has less sense than I have." 
Although he could sympathize with the horse of flesh and bone, 
it was the iron horse that inspired Creighton's passion. It is true that 
this passion is somewhat darkened by the shadow of doctrinal and 
racist prejudice, but it seems genuine enough. Here is a sample from 
his piece titled simply and correctly, 'The Locomotive": 
The heathen don't like a locomotive. It is a Christian thing, invented 
by a Christian. The Chinese say it will disturb their ancestors when they 
are buried. I can say for myself, bury me anywhere. Let the grand iron 
chariot, with polished harness and fiery heart and vehement breath, roll 
over the place where I lie. It is a Christian contrivance-not developed, 
but made. It "runs to and fro, and knowledge is increased." I like to be 
where it is, and to hear it whistle and whirl. It is wings for me. It is greater 
and stronger and swifter than the heathen's white elephant, on which 
kings ride. It is giving employment to thousands and it is pushing its 
headlight far out over this slow and ignorant world. It is crossing the 
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Sahara, and will soon whistle and scream liberty and light afar among 
earth's weary footmen. 
Reading this, one realizes that deep within Creighton's spirit 
there lived a poet. Well, maybe not a poet, exactly; but an orator, at 
least. The passage also clarifies his earlier reference in the canal 
piece to mud being "softer than steel." Could the old rascal have 
owned railroad stock and exercised his authorial authority to point 
readers in the direction of destiny, if not righteousness? Why, it 
seems no less than likely; and I doubt that he paused to fuss over the 
casuistry in separating an apparent statement of principle from tan­
gible, personal gain. 
It is obvious that oratory was all right, to Creighton's way of 
thinking; and it was possible that even poems had their place in the 
scheme of things . .. at least, poems that scanned, rhymed, and had 
a moral. But "stories" were something else entirely. He makes his 
views clear in his "Colloquy on Fiction," which comes near the end 
of the book. The preamble to this piece gives a pretty good indication 
of what is ahead, and you will not be astonished to learn that 
Creighton had a lifelong aversion to "story books." In his mind fiction 
was classed with deception and lies. He thought of it as one of the 
great hindrances to education, religion, and regard for truth. He 
found it especially damaging to young students, and judged it to be 
"an evil much practiced and least reproved." 
What is this? I thought this was the way you were supposed to 
talk about television! But reading? I speak of any kind of reading­
even reading the dime novels that Creighton is obviously (I think, 
obviously) thinking about. Many of us today would be grateful to 
have the young wasting their time over books filled with the adven­
tures of Wild Bill Hickok, Pawnee Bill, and Ned Buntline; what an 
improvement over just about any contemporary adolescent pastime 
you can name! 
Colloquy on Fiction 
Q. What is the chief end of fiction? 

A To make money, and get honor and praise. 

Q. Why do so many people read so much fiction? 

A For immediate pleasure and gratification, but not information. 

Q. But does it not inform the mind and discipline the intellect? 
A No; the mind is not strengthened or enriched with knowledge. It is 
not intended for that, but for ease and present enjoyment. Fiction writers 
make no discoveries, and add nothing to any branch of usefulness. 
Q. But does it not give young people a taste for reading? 
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A Yes for that kind, but a distaste for what they ought to read. All the 
time they are reading fiction they remain in ignorance. Whisky is not for 
nourishment. 
Q. But do we not find great scholars sometimes fiction readers? 
A Not often; they seldom touch a novel. If they had done so, they 
would not be great scholars. Fiction reading will handicap a college 
student, and ruin him. 
Q. But it helps the imagination? 
A Yes, and sometimes helps the young reader to such a romantic 
state of mind, that he finds himself in the penitentiary or on the gallows. 
Q. But the imagination may be turned upon good objects? 
A That is not the object A habit of dwelling on what is not true can 
not enhance the value or love of truth. 
Q. But great men write fiction? 
A Yes, and some of the sharpest things are said against fiction by 
these writers. Goldsmith, who wrote The Vicar a/Wakefield, in writing to 
his brother respecting the education of his son, uses this strong language: 
"Above all things let your son never touch a novel or romance .... Take 
my word for it. Take the word of a man who has seen the world, and 
studied it more by experience than by precept How delusive, how 
destructive! They teach the youthful mind to sigh for beauty and pleasure 
that never existed. Such books teach us very little of the world." Bulwer, 
in a letter to a gentleman in Boston, said: "I have closed my career as a 
writer of fiction. 1am gloomy and unhappy. 1 have exhausted the powers 
of life, chasing pleasure where it is not to be found." 
Q. But can a lady or gentleman be fit for society unless they read 
fiction? 
A Extensive knowledge makes good conversers, but fiction shuts out 
knowledge and substitutes matter that can not be used. 
Q. But a person must have something for pleasure? 
A The heavens above and the earth below are full of wonders, and 
give the greatest pleasure to any that will look that way. 
Q. But is it not generally said that fiction is one way to teach morals? 
A Yes, so it is said, because something must be said to defend what 
can not bear examination. When a man is drowned in the river, we never 
look for him up the stream. 
Q. But is it not a strange fact that nine-tenths of the books taken from 
the public library are fiction? 
A Not very, when we consider that we are a fallen race. "Wide is the 
gate, and many go in thereat." 
Q. But Church papers publish fiction? 
A Yes, they have come to it to get subscribers and please the young 
people. The best minds do not read it. Sometimes young people read this, 
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and to them it is the ABC of the cheap tales that keep girls up till 
midnight, and train boys for crime. 
Q. But Uncle Tom's Cabin was useful to do away with slavery? 
A Itwas not much read where the slaveholders lived. The war was 
not to abolish slavery, but to save the life of the Nation. Slavery was not 
voted out. Itwas a war expedient. 
Well, this is an awful way for a natural storyteller to talk. But there 
it is, black on white-as clear as print can make it. 
And yet, whatever you think of his arguments, you have to 
admire the passion with which Creighton held his views. Well, 
"admire" is too strong; perhaps "be impressed by" is better. But like 
most of us, he tended to get a bit confused when he heated up, which 
made him miss the point, now and then-even when he was provid­
ing both sides of the dialogue. Take for example his response to his 
own straw man's Question about Uncle Tom's Cabin. The fact that the 
slaveholders didn't read the novel has nothing to do with a claim that 
it might have been "useful to do away with slavery." Every school 
child knows that Creighton was 
right in saying that the war was to 
preserve the Union. This has long 
been the accepted view, seen as a 
corrective to the idea of the 
slavery issue as a direct cause. 
Nevertheless, what "the 
slaveholders" mayor may not 
have read is irrelevant, for great 
populations in the north did read 
the book, and there is no Question 
but that Uncle Tom's Cabin 
helped fire the abolitionist cause, 
providing both symbol and senti­
ment for it. And nobody has ever 
gone to war without symbol and 
sentiment. 
And yet, how could this man 
who knew a good story when he 
saw one, and knew how to tell it 
with a certain economy and style 
. .. how could he inveigh against 
fiction as he did? Was he utterly 
unaware of how even factual 
stories, if they are well told, must 
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niques? Probably he was. He may have thought that any story told 
about something that "really happened" was essentially worthwhile, 
and possibly edifying-especially if it had Indians, Irishmen, or 
whiskey in it as bad examples. Like most who think of themselves as 
practical-minded he was probably unaware of how a simple, true story 
can be altered in the telling, through narrative modulations that are 
so subtle people seldom know that they are being manipulated as 
surely as if they were reading about Buffalo Bill's Pawnee Pard, or the 
Comanche Captive.* 
One of the most interesting features of Creighton'S exhortation 
against fiction is all the heat and smoke it generates. This man is 
inspired by a wrath of the sort once called "righteous." Is it possible 
to infer from so much anger a dumb awareness of how threatening, 
therefore powerful, fiction really is? Can we sense an unconscious 
dividedness in this man, one of whose natural modes of expression 
is colloquy or dialogue? 
Since Creighton's abhorrence of fiction is so obvious and his 
prose is so often humorless and edifying, his book would seem an 
unlikely ground for imaginative growth; but such wild flowers do 
crop up, and their appearance is always a little surprising. Sometimes 
one is not quite sure whether the humor is intentional, as in his "Bee 
Catechism," a dialogue that ends as follows: 
Q. How do you prevent a swarm of bees from going off? 
A Give them plenty to do at home. 
Q. Who are the great bee savants of this country? 

A The men who don't use patent hives and don't care for moths. 

Q. Are bees profitable? 

A Not to those that buy patent hives. 

Nevertheless, there are other occasions, similar to those docu­
mented, when the whimsy is obviously intended; and we have to 
conclude that while Creighton may not have approved of fiction 
writing in principle, in practice he was not only able to tell a good 
story, he probably couldn't refrain from doing so. He was not only 
vulnerable to those imaginative excesses that are often thought 
essential to fiction; he even goes completely overboard into some­
thing that is very near to being poetry; He breaks out into what used 
to be called "song." I speak of verse. 
Specifically, I speak of sheer, uncompromising, plain, homespun, 
downright frisky doggerel, as in the piece which follows, titled "A 
Lawsuit": 
Two farmers quarreled about a cow, 
• I have the framed 
cover of this hanging in 
my office. It is so lurid it 
possesses a kind of fas­
cination. It pictures Buf­
falo Bill choking a white 
man dressed as an In­
dian. How can you tell 
it's a white man? While 
dressed in the full 
ceremonial garb of a 
plains tribe, this "Indian" 
has a thick beard. I'll let 
the caption of this ban­
quet of violence and/or 
action tell the rest: "Buf­
falo Bill reached for the 
bearded throat, and 
bore the renegade back 
on the ground. At the 
same instant, the cold 
muzzle of a revolver was 
pressed against Buffalo 
Bill's neck. Bang! but this 
report came from 
another revolver, and 
the Indian toppled back­
wards." Who shot the 
real Indian in order to 
spare Buffalo Bill as he 
chokes the fake Indian? 
A pretty damsel. She is 
shown holding a revolver 
in her extended hand. 
And who was the pub­
lisher of this prose epic? 
It is No. 150 of Street & 
Smith ~ s Stories Devoted 
to Border History, no 
date. Price 5 cents. 
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Almost resulting in a row. 

Each ambitious of his case, 

Was ready for a legal race. 

Two lawyers gladly took a hand, 

And each his client told to stand. 

Reckless of trouble, time, and cost, 

Each thought his case could not be lost. 

"That cow is surely mine," said A. 

"Tis not," says B, "but mine, I say." 

'The lawyers on each side are calm; 

Their fees are sure, and all the same, 

Whichever way the case may go, 

The lawyers reap what farmers sow; 

The one is pulling at the horns, 

With desperation in his loins; 

The other pulling at the tail-

The lawyers milking in the pail. 

Now with that lively lyric, we will leave the world of Joseph H. 
Creighton, and return to that far more sensible and rational world in 
which we now live, thankful that we have learned so much since the 
days when whiskey and dime novels-not to mention Irishmen and 
Indians, lawyers and canal commissioners, and a variety of other 
sinners-troubled the mind of the righteous and drove them to 
excess of speech. 0 
Cleveland 

Noshing Down East 105th Street 
The sights and sounds, and especially 
the .smells and tastes, of a Jewish 
neighborhood in the 7920s 
Dan Grayson 
I was born in 1921 in the old Women's Hospital in Cleveland's 
Glenville area, and grew up in this neighborhood, near East 105th 
Street. Our house was built on the site of the old Glenville Race Track, 
and for years we dug up its lost artifacts-whiskey bottles, horse 
shoes-when we spaded up our garden every spring. Many 
Cleveland Jews also moved there in the early twenties, and a new 
enclave arose, supported by ethnic stores and shops. The bases for 
several large personal fortunes were laid here. On Yale Avenue, in a 
couple of empty stores around the comer from our house, the 
Saperstein family started a greeting card business, which later be­
came the American Greeting Card Company. My neighborhood was 
an ethnic and national mish-mash-Catholics, Protestants, Jews, 
Blacks, Chinese, and many others lived there. After World War II the 
population of the area became largely African-American. But in the 
twenties and thirties, a vigorous amalgam ofJewish life and culture 
flourished along East 105th St. from Superior to St Clair Avenue. 
The double tracks of the street car line divided East 105th, 
leaving two narrow brick lanes for vehicular traffic and the occasional 
automobile or delivery truck that dared to park at the curb. Opening 
onto wide sidewalks, the stores were located in two- or three-story 
brick buildings, and above them were apartments and office spaces 
reached by long narrow stairways. The most imposing structure was 
the Jewish Center, a Conservative synagogue, with grand front steps 
and Roman columns in front of its massive doors. Scattered through 
the area was a variety of smaller Orthodox shuts which catered to 
different regional and religious congregations. Our family 
synagogue sat at the far southern end of the retail business district. 
It was named-1:he Beth Hamidrash Hagodol Hoave Emuno, but 
... Dan Grayson says, 
"After an abortive start 
at practice (in dentistry) 
in myoId neighborhood, 
I moved to Mantua 
(OH), where I have spent 
my life, established a 
practice, raised our kids. 
On our small acreage on 
the edge of the village, 
we have raised ponies, 
beef cattle, sheep, 
dogs, cats, chickens, 
geese, ducks, horses, 
goats-almost every 
domestic animal except 
hogs (too smelly for the 
village) andmules. Our 
kids grew up in the rela­
tive innocence that we 
knew as kids. " This article 
recreates the Glenville 
area of his childhood, 
"the world as I knew it . • 
Grayson has recently 
signed a contract for a 
novel called Sammy 
San, PFC. 
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The oldOoon ]heater at 
E. 705th and St. Clair. 
Photo courtesy of The 
Cleveland Press col/ec­
tion, Cleveland State 
University Archives. 
nobody called it that. It was usually referred to as the Litvishe Shul, 
because it was used mainly by emigrants from the northeast comer 
of Poland, near Lithuania. Throughout the area were also strategical­
ly placed public schools and a few Hebrew schools. 
A single movie theater, the CrowD, ilickered its offerings daily 
near Columbia Avenue, but its meager fare was supplemented by 
larger screen palaces on St. Clair, the Uptown, the Doan, the Savoy, 
and the Glen, and the Liberty on Superior near where there was, for 
a time, a Yiddish theater, the Manhattan. Each movie house had an 
adjacent candy and popcorn store, all of them run, so it seemed, by 
identical-looking white-haired Greek men with olive-brown skin. 
Farther away, at Euclid and l05th, was a cluster of more elegant 
theaters, some of which offered vaudeville and second-run movies. 
At the big intersections were chain five-and-tens, furniture stores, 
tobacco shops, Gentile restaurants, pawn shops; and an occasional 
bingo parlor. 
Nearby Mt. Sinai Hospital was famous' among Gentile as well as 
Jewish patients for its kosher menu, often supplemented by home­
made chicken soup with noodles, brought in mason jars by anxious 
relatives. Each floor had a room that was used primarily for heating 
up chicken soup. 
Noshing Down East l05th Street 29 
During the day and early evening, l05th Street was crowded with 
people moving in, out, and around the sidewalk displays and each 
other, often walking in the street when the sidewalk became too 
crowded. The lumbering street cars-connecting links to the rest of 
the known civilized world, namely Downtown to the west and Euclid 
Beach on the eastern edge of the city-dominated the scene, clang­
ing their warning bells at indifferent pedestrians and motorists. 
Young punks liked to jump onto the coupler in back of the cars and 
hold tightly to the metal window screens for a free ride. The 
uniformed conductor rarely made a fuss about them because he 
knew they could easily yank the cord to the trolley wheel, cutting off 
the electricity and stopping the car. 
Everything came to a halt on Friday evening after sundown. The 
stores were closed, merchandise was removed from the sidewalks, 
and the lights were 
turned off. On Saturday, 
l05th Street was a ghost 
town, where few stirred 
except kids going to the 
Crown or stately bearded 
men walking to or from 
shul, carrying their 
prayer books with beauti­
fully embroidered cloth 
covers or in brown paper 
bags. It was the same on 
the major holy days, ex­
cept that the streets were 
thronged with wership­
pers of both sexes on 
their way to shul, dressed 
in their finest and 
cleanest clothing. On the 
day before, many of them 
had visited the Morrison 
Avenue Baths, purifying 
their bodies as they 
hoped their souls would 
be cleansed in the shul. 
On the holy day itself 
even the clanging street 
cars seemed muted, 
Quietly making their U­
turns at the N ew York 
Central Station near the 
The cord to the trolley 
wheel could easily be 
yanked, cutting off 
electriCity and stopping 
the car. Photo, from 
7939, courtesy ofThe 
Cleveland Press collec­
tion, Cleveland State 
University Archives. 
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Bratenahl border in the north and somewhere in the unknown far 
southern reaches of the city near Kinsman Avenue. 
The center of activity on East l05th Street was the Union Trust 
Company Bank. More business deals were cut on the sidewalks in 
front of the bank than were completed on the steps of the Litvishe 
shut after services. Subtlety was as foreign as Japanese; shouting was 
the way to make your point. Various accents rang out: "Make me an 
offer!" "What have you got to lose?" Fists pounded into palms, 
forefingers punched bellies and shoulders, breasts were beaten, 
sweat dripped off the ends of noses, hands were raised in supplication 
to heaven. 
The salient feature of the bank was the big clock over the door. 
Itwas easy to see from every direction and everyone passing by, even 
people riding on the straw seats of the street car, always knew if they 
were on time. The correct time was a gift to everyone, depositor and 
debtor alike. Many learned to tell time from it. 
Enshrined among my family legends is one of those business 
deals consummated on the sidewalk. This one involved a cousin of 
my mother's named Columbus Ginzburg, an intense little man with 
a gray beard, bald head, bushy eyebrows, and sharp black eyes. He 
never learned to read or write English, but he had a mind like a 
Monroe calculator. He dealt in scrap, having risen from a one-horse 
junk man to the owner of a sizable scrap yard on Orange Avenue. 
One Saturday morning, the story goes, Columbus was approached 
in front of the bank by two well-dressed salesmen. 
"Mr. Ginzburg, we have been told that you are a good 
businessman, the best salvage dealer in Cleveland." 
"If you mean junk, maybe. Sometimes not. I don't know about 
salvage." 
"Well, have we got a deal for you! Would you care to step over to 
our automobile? What we are going to show you will knock your eyes 
out!" 
Columbus looked at the two men. They might be "sharpers," but 
on the other hand what would it hurt to look? Looking was free. 
On the back seat of the Hupmobile was a small neat boxed 
contrivance with a lever and a crank attached. Columbus satwith one 
of the salesmen, who put the machine on his lap. The other man sat 
in the front seat. 
"Mr. Ginzburg, watch this. I put in a dollar bill, so. Press the lever, 
then I tum the crank. Out comes a twenty dollar bill. It's that easy!" 
"Wait a minute, let me try it, mister. 111 use my own dollar bill if 
you don't mind." 
Columbus operated the machine with repeated success. Every 
time he put in a dollar and turned the crank, out popped a twenty 
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dollar bill. He couldn't believe his eyes! By the time he stacked up a 
small pile of twenty dollar bills, his face was sweating and he was 
breathing heavily. 
"Can I keep this money?" Columbus's face was pale. 
"Of course. You made it didn't you?" 
"So; how much do you want for this machine?" 
"We're selling only one in each city, Mr. Ginzburg, and you can 
have it for twelve thousand dollars." 
"Whoo! That's a lot of money." Some of the light went out of 
Columbus's eyes. ''Would you consider eight thousand?" 
"Hardly likely. There's a dozen people out there who would be 
glad to buy it Ifyou're not interested .. . " 
"I didn't say that. It just seems like so much money." Columbus 
shook his head. ''Why are you selling these machines? You could be 
making all the money for yourself." 
The salesman smiled and nodded. "Everyone asks the same 
question. I'm not supposed to tell you, but this entire project is 
underwritten by John D. Rockefeller. This is a gift to the folks of 
America who have been good Standard Oil customers and given him 
his wealth. It's his way to help distribute some of that money back to 
the people. The only reason for the sales price is to keep the machine 
in responsible hands, people like yourself." 
''Well, I don't know," said Columbus. ''Would you consider nine 
thousand?" 
ColumbU:s withdrew his savings in cash from the bank and 
received Mr. Rockefeller's wonderful machine at a bargain price of 
$10,000. The story always ends with Columbus weeping and crying 
out over and over, "My money has gone to hell!" 
The Union Trust Company prospered along with the community 
until President Roosevelt's Bank Holiday during the Depression, 
when it closed, never to open again. Over the door an empty round 
window gathered dirt. Someone put up a sign: 
YOU TOOK OUR MONEY. GIVE US BACK THE CLOCK! 
The clock was replaced when Mantel's furniture store moved into the 
building, but it never seemed the same. 
Retail stores extended in two directions from the bank. There 
were at least five Kosher butcher shops which closed promptly at 
sundown on Friday to open again on Saturday night. The butcher's 
entire family worked in the shop, bustling on sawdust covered floors 
to cut the chops and grind the meat for their customers. Only the 
forequarter of freshly-killed animals was sold and the signs in the 
windows proclaimed the kosher status of the establishment The 
meat had yet to be soaked in water and dredged in coarse salt to 
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The restored clock at 
Mantel's furniture store. 
remove the meat juices and prepare it properly for cooking. Tender­
ness and flavor were not among its notable qualities. 
About as many home bakeries as butcher shops were inter­
spersed among the retail stores. The bakeries started their day at 3 
o'clock in the morning, filling the air with aromas that could have 
been beamed directly from heaven, piling store windows with crusty 
caraway ryes, kaiser rolls, challahs, and bagels. Some bakeries of­
fered monstrous dark Russian pumpernickels, sold in chunks cut 
from massive twenty-pound carcasses with a sturdy knife that could 
have beheaded a Cossack. 
Different bakeries had their own specialties. They all made a stab 
at whatever the others made, but each would excel in something 
special. The Heights bakery up on Coventry Road made the best 
sweet pastries and cakes. Their Dobos Torte, a Hungarian seven­
layer cake, was prized by ladies who wanted to have a fancy tea, but 
their bread was only mediocre. United Bakery, on the other hand, 
made bread and kaiser rolls that were a classic benediction. Their 
water bagel took a back seat to no other bakery, but their egg bagel 
was excelled by Beckerman's. The latter made delicious '''Thousand 
Calories," rectangles of yellow cake, soaked in thin chocolate syrup 
and rolled in shredded coconut Their pecan rolls pleaded to be 
devoured; in those days the bakers didn't weigh out the nuts. They 
just threw them in. 
Usually the cookies looked like poison, hard and tasteless, 
gathering dust in the glassed cases. Not so the rugelach. These rolled 
sour-cream dough delights, filled with walnuts, raisins, and jam, were 
the acme of the baker's art. They were the most expensive cookies 
in the store. Also greatly treasured by sweets-craving noshers were 
"top hats," an inverted chocolate cupcake topped with a twisted 
mound of marshmallow cream as high as it could be piled, all of it 
coated with a slightly waxy chocolate icing and crowned with a 
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candied cherTy. If you didn't have a cavity in your teeth, it would 
certainly do its best to make one for you. 
On Sunday mornings you were taking your life in your hands to 
elbow through the crowds at the bakeries to get fresh bagels and 
kaiser rolls for breakfast If the throng in the bakery was too dense 
to get inside, we could always go over to one of the stores called 
"appetizers" and have slices of lox diffidently carved from great 
red-fleshed salmon fillets. The man behind the counter kept looking 
up nervously to see if the amount was sufficient The stuff was 
expensive; he didn't want to have any slices left over to dry out; 
besides, everyone wanted their lox fresh-cut These stores, which 
carried no meat products, specialized in fish and cheese. 
The appetizers had their own distinct atmosphere. There were 
wooden barrels of herring in varieties that strained human credulity: 
SChmaltz, matjes, pickled, smoked, and dried, in all degrees of size 
and processing. The schmaltz herring was as salty as Lot's wife and 
had to be soaked in several changes of water in order to be made 
edible. Pickled herrings were kept behind the counter. They were 
available whole, filleted, or chunked, with onions and pickling spices. 
Ifyou wanted to have them creamed, it was best to buy sour cream 
and do it yourself. The best thick sour cream was available at 
Beckerman's Bakery, where it was dipped out of the same crocks 
that the bakers used. 
There was a variety of smoked fish at the appetizers that satisfied 
every taste. The emperor of all the smoked fishes was whitefish, at 
that time abundant in Lake Erie, highly prized and wickedly expen­
sive. There were also smoked chubs, lake trout, salmon, sable, 
almost every fish with scales. Kosher laws forbad the use of any fish, 
like catfish, which had a smooth skin. 
On l05th Street there were a half-dozen greengrocers whose 
wares, under canvas awnings, spilled out onto crates on the sidewalks 
where passing dogs imprinted their scent. Trimmings and rotten 
produce piled up in the gutter to be shovelled away by the garbage 
truck's helpers. Since there was little refrigeration, produce had to 
move Quickly or it would wind up in the gutter. Produce sellers 
circulated on the sidewalk enticing passersby to look and to buy. 
There was an egg store, which had a stuffed chicken in the 
window. The little brown hen rocked back and forth, brooding a small 
lighted electric bulb. Usually eggs were sold in flats of three dozen. 
The bargain was the cracked eggs. Mostly we ate those, preferably 
the brown-shelled ones. 
On l05th Street there were three chicken markets. Although 
they sold ducks, geese, and turkeys, their biggest selling item was 
the elderly retired stewing hens which had passed their time of 
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fertility and were indispensable to Jewish cuisine. The markets con­
ducted their business in wide brick buildings resembling large 
garages that were at the end of a driveway leading from the street. 
Inside hundreds of crates, clucking and quacking and gabbling fowl 
sat in their barred prison cells, awaiting the swift final incision of the 
killing knife of the shochet. This bearded man, wearing a black felt 
hat and clad in a white coat to keep the blood from his clothing, 
grasped each bird firmly, plucking a few feathers from the skin over 
the jugular vein, and muttering a few words in Hebrew. Then he slit 
its throat with a sharp white-handled blade, thrusting the doomed 
fowl into a metal funnel to flutter mutely and bleed its life away. At 
first the bird's toenails rattled noisily against the sides of the funnel, 
but soon the struggles ceased. 
It was a shattering sight for a little kid to witness. I hated the 
shochets. They seemed so calm and complacent, totally indifferent to 
the fate of these animals. They were often Yeshiva bochers, eternal 
students, who lived on the proceeds of ritualized slaughtering and 
the generosity of the community. On their off time some of them also 
performed circumcisions. 
After the bird had bled to death, it was dry picked by toothless 
women who pulled out the feathers for a living. They were called the 
flickers. If you couldn't afford the dime for their services, you could 
stand with them and flick your own bird, dropping the feathers into 
large bloody bins. The job didn't carry the professional status of the 
shochet. When the weather was cold, the owner of the poultry market 
would carry a glass of boiling-hot tea to the shochet, who sipped it 
through a cube of sugar. The flickers were left to shiver in their 
blood-spattered sweaters, wiping their dripping noses on their 
sleeves. 
The fish stores' front window displays were filled with ice, hold­
ing the rows of staring fish in a chilly grasp. Mr. Adelstein's shop had 
a large glassed tank filled with live carp that looked back at the 
onlookers, mirroring their curiosity, seeming to gratefully enjoy each 
gulp of water, not knowing if it was going to be their last. Once the 
fish was chosen, it was weighed and then dispatched, scaled and 
filleted by a black man wearing a rubber apron and rubber boots. He 
used a water hose to clean up the guts and scales when he was 
finished. The man was always singing a quiet song and he seemed 
to smile all the time. Somehow I never resented the execution of the 
fish as I did the chickens. Maybe it was the music or the smile. The 
shochets never smiled. 
Some of the fish went into the making of gefilte fish, a delicacy 
much prized in the culture. When it was cooking, the smell enveloped 
the neighborhood like an aromatic cloud. The delicacy of the dish 
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depended on the blend of the fish that went into the mixture. Most 
prized were the expensive whitefish fillets; carp was used only when 
money was scarce. My mother dreamed about making gefilte fish 
with blue pike or even whitefish as the only ingredient. It never 
happened; we never became affluent enough. I didn't care; I hated 
gefilte fish and I still do, even when it's made of whitefish and comes 
in an odorless jar. 
Mr. Adelstein, the same man who owned the fish store, also 
brought fish to our door in a green wooden horse-drawn wagon with 
yellow wheels and folding wooden covers over the iced fish. He had 
an open umbrella over the driver's seat and blew a battered blue tin 
hom with a characteristic bleat. He always wore a raincoat and a 
sailor's rain hatto protect him from flying scales and dripping melting 
ice. There was always a special greeting for me. 
"Nu, Mrs. Goldman. What do you and Doniel want today?" 
"I hope your fish is fresher than last time. " 
"Dear lady. My fish is always the freshest, but in this hotweather 
you have to use it right up. Keep it directly on the ice." 
The fish box was opened and various samples, dripping with 
melted ice, were held up for inspection. My mother looked them over 
carefully, rejecting any that had a clouded eye or soft flesh. She made 
her selections painstakingly, with one eye on the swinging scales and 
the other on her slim purse. 
"Save me the bones. They'll make good fish soup." 
Mr. Adelstein nodded. He gutted and scaled the fish on the 
wooden doors of the fish box. As he worked, run-off from the melting 
ice fell to the brick street and ran down the gutter, while the irides­
cent scales glistened where they stuck to the brick pavement. The 
finished product was wrapped in newspaper to be carried into the 
house. Mr. Adelstein's white horse was named Babe. He often fed 
her while my mother was making her purchases. He attached a 
weighted leather strap to her bridle and put a canvas feed bag over 
her nose. The feed bag had a leather patch with holes in it to allow 
the horse to get some air while she was having her snack. Some of 
the oats were only partly eaten and the crushed, saliva-wetted over­
flow fell to the brick pavement, where the chattering sparrows had a 
feast. During the summer Babe's harness was festooned with long 
knotted strings to discourage the flies. 
Intermingled with the other merchants were the grocery stores, 
all family affairs exceptforthe lonely A&P with its bright red and gold 
sign. The small grocers kept their canned food on high shelves, 
reaching it down using a fork with movable rubber prongs on a pole. 
One went to these stores for more than food: although the prices were 
somewhat higher than at the chain groceries, the intimate exchange 
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of family information made up fot the difference. Besides, if the 
conversation resulted in a big order, the grocer's son would deliver 
it in his coaster wagon when he gothome from school. TheA&P store 
fought a losing battle with its competition, but it had two staunch and 
potent weapons, a peanut butter machine and a coffee grinder, the 
aroma from either of which produced a feeling akin, to nirvana. 
A few drugstores were scattered on different street comers, 
broadcasting into the street whenever the door was opened their 
mysterious scent, a rank mixture of cosmetics and medicines. Each 
had a marble soda fountain with a dozen stools, where ice cream 
delights were dispensed. Above the drugstores were the lairs of the 
dentists and the medical doctors who waited in crowded offices down 
dark cabbage-smelling hallways. 
Clothing and shoe stores were few. There was always a "bargain" 
store where the goods were offered from bins placed on the sidewalk 
and merchandise could be inspected in the sunlight. For these wares 
the price was always negotiable. Overt haggling was also the rule in 
the jewelry store, where chromium plate was exhibited in the window 
and gold was kept in the safe. 
The only truly "one-price" store on the street was the Hebrew 
Book Store, presided over by a bearded man wearing a yarmulke who 
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blew dust off the books before showing them to his customers. In 
case there was any doubt, there was a sign on the wall stating the 
store's "one price" policy. In addition to books and Bibles, the book 
store sold artifacts of religious observance, prayer shawls, skull caps, 
menorahs, mezuzahs (amulets, portions of the Pentateuch for hang­
ing around the neck and for nailing on the doorpost), Passover 
candles, fringed undergarments, and seasonally the esrog (citron) 
and hashonah, bundles of palms and willow that were used in the 
. Sukkos celebration. After its ceremonial use, the esrog was eagerly 
sought by women who wished to improve their fertility. 
There were dry goods stores catering to the ladies' sewing 
requirements, and a corset shop for their growing needs. I hated to 
go into these stores with my mother. Itwas a foreign territory; males, 
even little boys, were out of place. The stores had a musty female 
smell. When my mother entered, she put me in a chair and told me 
to sit still, and then went off, chattering with the saleslady to try on 
corsets. 
The row of shutter-like brown-painted fitting-room doors swung 
both ways on spring hinges. There was a space of about a foot 
between them and the floor. After a while I walked over to one of the 
fitting rooms and peeked under the doors; the sounds that were 
coming out were more interesting than the dress pattern book that I 
was supposed to be reading. 
'There darling, that looks absolutely gorgeous on you." 
"Do you really think so?" (puff. Puff.) 
There was always a "bar­
gain ' store where ftJe 
goods were offered from 
bins placed on ftJe 
sidewalk. 
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"Certainly darling. You look like a regular Clara Bow!" 
"As long as I don't look like Marie Dresslerl" 
Just then the occupant of the fitting room spotted me. From my 
point of view she loomed up like a pink zeppelin with blue garters and 
tan teddies. She stood red-faced in front of the mirror evaluating the 
shiny new pink corset with its dangling white stocking suspenders. 
It had long white laces. She let out a small shriek. 
"What's that man peeking at?" 
It was the first time in my five years of life that I had ever been 
called anything so mature. On my knees I smiled at her and waved. 
The saleslady grabbed me and sat me back on the chair. 
My mother shook her finger at me. 
"Shame on you." 
"That lady has a pink corset too. She sticks out over the top just 
like you." 
Thinly interspersed with the retail stores were shoemakers and 
tailors. Behind dirty windows, with a rubber plant and a curtain for 
privacy, were a few card shops, where local sports played vicious 
cutthroat pinochle for a dime a point as they belched from seltzer 
water and chomped on cigar stubs. 
The undisputed pride of the district were the delicatessens, 
although many designated themselves more ambitiously as "kosher 
restaurants." The heart of the business was the sandwich counter 
where hot corned beefwas sliced. 111e delicate procedure was never 
done by machine but always under the sensitive hands and calculat­
ing eye of a skilled surgeon who guided the razor-sharp knife. It was 
compelling to watch these princes of kosher gastronomy. Each thin 
pink slice fell away evenly, lovingly, with just the right amount of fat 
clinging to it. 
Several delicatessens featured countermen in their front win­
dows, where they always attracted a few fascinated spectators. Some 
countermen had a clientele, which followed them from store to store 
when they changed locations or jobs. These stars were at the pin­
nacle of their profession, assembling a perfect sandwich with 
precision and artistry. 
When you entered a delicatessen, the aroma was almost a meal 
in itself. It stimulated the flow of juices to such a degree that you were . 
tempted to order more than you could eat. That is, unless you were 
broke. Then you settled for the dried leftover ends of salamis and 
other bits of preserved meats. They were so tough that they would 
last all the way home as you tried to break them down with your teeth 
and moisten them in your saliva. 
Besides the corned beef sandwiches, there was the spicier pep­
pered pastrami, either Romanian or steak. The Romanian was fatter, 
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like corned beef, but the fat, as in every other meat, carried the flavor. 
Hanging on the wall and over the counters were salamis in various 
stages of dehydration. In glassed refrigerated cases were bologna, 
peppered meats, knishes (crusty turnovers made from corned beef · 
ends), pickled tongue, turkey breast, liver sausage, and roast beef, 
along with pickles, olives, potato salad, and pickled peppers. 
Dill pickles were made in barrels in the basement. In the fall 
when they were being processed, the pickle makers washed out the 
barrels into the gutter in front of the store and then recharged them. 
The smell of crushed dill, garlic, and pickling spices made the 
salivary glands gush freely. It was impossible to walk past without 
swallowing a few times. The smell became a part of the traditional 
fragrance of the season, along with smoke from burning leaves and 
the ozone generated by sparks from the street car trolleys. 
There were a few anemic salads offered, but in a kosher 
delicatessen the choices were limited, as were the desserts. If you 
wanted a really tasty sweet other than halvah (plain, chocolate, or 
marbled), you stopped at a bakery on the way home. The cooked food 
that came from the delicatessen kitchen was never anywhere near as 
good as the product from the sandwich counter, but in some "res­
taurants" one could select paprikash, roasted chicken, chicken soup 
with matzo balls, noodles, or meat dumplings (or all three), breaded 
veal chops, brisket, stuffed kishke (sausage casing filled with a flour 
paste or grated potatoes), helzel (fowl neck skin filled with the same), 
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chopped liver (either chicken or beef, usually with a glob of chicken 
fat to grease it down the esophagus), broiled whitefish, kasha (buck­
wheat groats), goulash, herring (pickled, chopped, or schmaltz, 
chunked with a raw onion and a dollop of vinegar), smoked fish, lox, 
potato latkes (pancakes) or kugel (pan baked), far/el (toasted noodle 
bits), sliced brisket, stuffed veal breast, and seltzer water. 
The last item seemed to give some ease to heartburn and in­
spired profound belches spiced with the flavors of the recent meal, 
allowing one to enjoy it once again. 
The only other important beverage was chocolate water, a con­
coction of bitter-sweet chocolate syrup and seltzer water. Chocolate 
water was the only civilized way to wash down delicatessen; without 
it your meal was as incomplete as a railroad train without a caboose. 
The bread was always fresh Jewish rye loaded with caraway seeds. 
The crust was crisp and the inside was gummy. As the sandwich was 
eaten, juices from the warm meat infiltrated into the bread and the 
flavors mingled. Mustard was optional butpickles were fundamental. 
Later some delis, aping their counterparts in Miami Beach, put an 
entire plate of pickles on the table, along with a few pickled green 
tomatoes and some cherry peppers. 
The waitresses were usually greenhorn cousins of the 
proprietor. Their accents were rich with the flavor of their origins. 
Yiddish was frequently spoken, and the code between the waitresses 
and the counter man was absolutely indecipherable to the bystander. 
''You want?" 
''What's good today?" 
"Everything's good. Try the pastrami. We got fresh today." 
"How about the rolled beef?" 
'Try the pastrami." 
The noise in the deli often rose to a crescendo, everyone scream­
ing over everyone else's voice in order to be heard and to be under­
stood. The cash register was presided over by the owner's wife, who 
sat with henna-dyed hair and gave change with royal dignity. 
There were three synagogues that I was aware of on l05th Street. 
The grandest of them was the Jewish Center, a complex of 
auditoriums, classrooms, meeting rooms, dining rooms, kitchen, 
offices, swimming pool, and gymnasium that the Conservative Jews 
enjoyed. These were the el!lightened, the diffident, and the more 
affluent of the Jewish community, who sat with their women on the 
oaken pews during religious services instead of segregating them to 
the balcony, as was done in the Orthodox shuts. 
The Jewish Center had a well-organized Sunday School, which I 
attended as infrequently as possible. Many Sundays I was dragged 
there by my embarrassed sisters at the insistence of our mother. 
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Each weekend the corridors of the Sunday School building 
reeked with the smell of onions and garlic as the cooks prepared the 
noontime meal. The locker rooms of the gym were as rank as the 
locker rooms at school and a pall of chlorine hung over the pool. The 
classrooms had the same timeworn smell that permeates all such 
places oflearning, but there was a dusty emptiness that we didn't feel 
in public school. 
In the early days my grandfather and two of his brothers were 
entrusted with caring for the Jewish cemetery on the West Side. 
Here, each year, tom and separated pages from prayer books along 
with worn-out holy book carcasses were ceremoniously buried in one 
of the graves. One morning when they came to scythe the grass, they 
discovered that the holy ground had been desecrated. Gravestones 
were smashed and debris and ordure and garbage were littered 
everywhere. Two drunken bums were asleep in the midst of the 
destruction, still clutching whiskey bottles. The story told is that the 
brothers killed the bums with their scythes and threw the bodies into 
the road. Then they cleaned up the cemetery and departed. In the 
many years that have passed, the Fir Street Cemetery has been 
respected. Why my relatives were not prosecuted for murder, I don't 
know. Perhaps they also had a flair for exaggeration. 
My grandfather and his brothers helped to build the new 
synagogue on East l05th Street, a mixture of Byzantine, Neo-Roman, 
and early twentieth-century design. It was a place apart; when :filled 
with people, it pulsated with vitality, with their need for total in­
volvement in their religion. This n.eed spilled over into all the ac­
tivities of daily life and was the unifying link among the Jews from 
many parts of the world assembled in the little enclave along East 
l05th Street. 0 
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"Honey," Rosalie called from the bedroom. She walked out with the 
child. Already, her body had softened and expanded. Like in the old 
fairy tales, I was the betrayer himself betrayed. I thought for a 
moment of telling her the truth. I saw myself describing to her in 
detail Albert's murder, walking her down the narrow path with us to 
the sinkhole's edge. 
"Look," she said . 
My child had closed its hands into tiny fists. It frowned. 
"Isn't he sweet?" she asked. 
I had already turned away. Albert had been right She was 
boring, average and lazy. All she talked about was the baby. I thought 
ofher beauty, such a momentary miracle. Like so many other things, 
lost beyond recall. 
I want to go somewhere new, do something else. Longing for 
excitement rises like a force insitle me, but I know I can never leave 
here, that no change will ever again be for the better. In the distance, 
through the window, I see the tops of pines. I imagine at their center 
a small circle of water, a hole into which I had so casually dropped 
my life. 
I remember when it was over. It was hot The pines were 
shrouded in light. The chimneys of the paper milldrew thick columns 
of smoke against the cloudy sky. Everything had changed. Itwas as 
if I were risen from the river, baptized into the hands of power. 
I started home. Each step across the crackling brown grass and 
brittle rock seemed weighted with meaning. A bird burst from cover 
and climbed the air in a furious beating of wings. I stopped, stunned 
by the sudden beauty. 
The fields ended, the town began. Scattered houses sat back 
from the roads, bordered by hedges of Florida cherry. The sun baked 
the small stores and shops lining the only paved street of Milton. "A 
piss-ant little town," Albert had always called it, merely waiting for a 
chance to leave. He never bothered to disguise his disgust. Cars 
drove by. Two women stood talking near the large glass window Of 
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the ].C. Penney's. Albert, I thought, was lying just under the surtace 
of the chalk-green water, keeping his opinions now to himself. 
When I reached home, I circled the house, staying in the shade 
. of the guava and the grapefruit trees Father had planted. Mother had 
the radio on and was working in the kitchen. I entered through the 
living room and ran unnoticed upstairs. I took off my T-shirt and lay 
on my bed. My legs trembled. My stomach moved as if something 
were alive inside it. 
Everything had changed, and yet nothing had. My brother's bed 
still stood against the wall, as if waiting for his return. His posters 
hung tacked against the plaster. I began to shake. I closed my eyes. 
Albert's body had bobbed with the movement of the water. The 
tendrilled hair had wriggled. Algae had floated in patches around 
him. For a second, I imagined my brother rising from the water, 
breaking the surtace like something primeval, walking slowly back 
to his waiting bed. I opened my eyes quickly and fought to control 
my breath. "He isn't coming home,» I whispered. "He isn't ever 
coming home.» 
Mother was setting the table. Her baggy dress ballooned as she 
reached across the plates and silverware. "About time," she said. 
"Where's your brother?" 
"I don't know." I tried to keep my voice casual. 
Irritation twisted her thin features. The plates slapped hard 
against the wood. "I thought he was with you." 
"I haven't seen him," I said quickly. "He's probably out with 
Rosalie." I was panicked. The words were spoken before I could stop 
them. 
"He knows better than to be late," she said. 
The late Albert, I thought. 
Father came home from work and went to wash. My sister, 
Tracy, sat in the living room, watching TV. I looked at her padded 
profile, the chubby hands folded in her lap. They didn't know yet, I 
thought, feeling alone and frightened by what I had done. I was a 
monster, I thought. Beyond reckoning or control. 
Albert's chair was empty. The food steamed on plates at the 
center of the table. Outside, it was night already. I imagined Albert's 
body, floating cold beneath the stars, a dark shape in the moonlight. 
I wondered ifthere were fish in the water, ifsmall fish were swimming 
between Albert's clothes and biting into the flesh. 
"Serves him right," Mother said. 
I jumped. 
"He doesn't deserve a dinner like this." 
Roast beef sat heaped in slices on a platter. Boiled potatoes and 
broccoli waited in smaller bowls beside it. 
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"Are you sure Albert didn't tell you where he was going?" Father 
spoke without looking up. His jaws moved regularly, inexorably 
against the food. 
"No." There was an edge to my voice. "He didn't tell me a thing." 
Father looked up for a moment. 
"Well," Mother said, "he's missing a lovely meal." 
The evening passed slowly. I tried to help my sister with her 
homework. 
"I hate algebra," Tracy said, but she hated all of her subjects. 
The problem was easy, but I couldn't seem to find the answer. 
The numbers were plainly written on the paper. I stared at them in 
confusion. 
"It's X we're looking for," she said. 
The pencil kept drawing Y s. 
Later, as I lay in bed, Father knocked and stuck his head inside 
the room. "We just called Rosalie," he said. 'We thought you'd like 
to know. She hasn't seen him." He looked towards Albert's bed. 
Rosalie. Her long, slender body, the beauty ofherface. "Probably 
out getting drunk," I said. 
Father smiled briefly. "Yeah, maybe something like that." 
Hours later the door opened again. I pretended to be asleep. 
Mother looked into the room, then pulled back and gently closed the 
door. 
Two nights ago I had also pretended to be asleep. An owl had 
cried in the distance. The house had creaked. The rustle of cloth was 
loud in the stillness, as Albert rose from his bed and searched for his 
clothes. 
''Where are you going, brother?" I asked him silently. ''What are 
you going to do?" But I already knew the answer. 
The road was a faint grey ribbon of dirt. The night air was damp. 
A few lights brightened distant windows. The wind freshened for a 
moment and sighed through the pines. Dogs barked as we passed. 
My mind felt tight. Albert was a thin shape ahead, moving easily. I 
saw Rosalie with her hair let down, the sun behind her. I saw my 
brother laughing. 
"He's the oldest," Mother had always said. "He knows what he's 
doing." He always knew what he was doing. 
The house was abandoned at one time and never fully recovered. 
The paint, even at night, looked scabrous and blistered. The hood of 
some vanished car leaned against the. chicken wire fence. Albert 
stood for a moment near the window. I waited, hardly breathing. Did 
he suspect? I wondered. Did he sense his brother like fate behind 
him? 
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Albert reached up and tapped against the glass. The moon shone 
reflected, then disappeared as the window rose. There were muted 
words. Rosalie's slender form slid down. 
I followed them through the fields. They walked together, hand 
in hand. Grass grew in tight brown clumps. White sand gleamed pale 
between the patches of scrub and small creatures scurried among 
the brittle weeds. My legs moved stiffly, the uncoordinated stride of 
marionettes. They had done this before, I thought, and imagined the 
times they had had without me. 
They walked to the river. The pier was black and ramshackle, a 
greater darkness against the sky. Albert led Rosalie beneath the 
warped planking and laid her in the white sand stretching to the 
river's edge. I hid in. the tangled weeds. I wanted to scream, to cry a 
warning, as if about to witness some terrible accident. 
He unbuttoned her shirt and released her breasts. He undid her 
pants. She raised her hips as he slid them from her legs. She was 
naked in the sand. The blood pounded through my body. She's 
waiting, I thought. She wants him. I felt myself falling at her cries. 
The table was set for two. The bowl in front of Tracy was filled 
with cereal and milk. She nodded as I sat down. 
"Albert's still not back," she said. 
I hadn't slept well and felt irritable. My eyes were scratchy. 
"Where's Mom and Dad?" 
'They're out looking." 
I poured myself some breakfast. The flakes rustled from the box. 
Looking where? I wondered. 
"What do you think's going on?" Tracy asked. "I mean, what's 
Albert really doing?" She seemed puzzled. 
"How am I supposed to know?" 
"Mom says he would have called by now, no matter what." Tracy 
ate a spoonful of cereal. "Mom was crying. She thinks something 
happened, that he's been in an accident or something." 
1 ate without comment. 
"You don't think anything's happened, do you?" 
1 looked up. ''What could have happened?" 1 asked. 
The sun was pale behind the trees. Fog hovered near the ground 
in the distant fields. Rosalie waited by the road, my brother's woman, 
the stolen one. She stood to one side of the group, isolate and lovely. 
She noticed me and turned. She held her books against her breasts. 
Her hair hung dark to her shoulders. Her eyebrows arched over grey 
eyes. Her lips were full and perfectly defined. 
"She's not so hot," Albert had said. "Once you get to know her, 
that is. Sometimes," he had said, "she's really very boring." 
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But Albert, I thought, wouldn't say that again. I walked up to her. 
Involuntarily, I pictured her body white and naked, spread against 
the sand. 
She smiled. "Your parents called. Did your brother finally show 
up?" 
"No." I smiled. 'They thought he might be over your place." 
Her eyebrows lowered. I looked down the road for the bus. We 
were silent a few moments. She stood close, not moving away. 
"Derek," she said at last, looking up at me. ''You don't think 
anything's wrong, do you?" 
On the bus, she sat three seats in front. I stared at her while we 
rocked through Milton and past the open fields and stands of pine. 
Columned vegetables stretched to the horizon, followed by dense 
trees. The land grew hilly. A canal ran by the road for a few miles, 
then turned away. I noticed my hands were shaking. I held them 
pressed together between my knees. 
The classroom was bright with sunlight. The room was hot. A 
car drove by. I thought of the sun filtering through the water, 
warming my brother's skin. 
Rosalie entered and took her seat. She opened her note pad and 
set the text to the left beside it. Her back was straight, her face 
composed. Everything about her, I thought, seemed proper and 
perfect. Who, then, had it been beneath the pier? Who had screamed 
her pleasure? My chest felt tight, my mind confused. 
Mr. Burke entered the room and placed his briefcase on the table 
at the front. He waited a minute until the class quieted. "Now," he 
said, "who can tell me about Charlemagne?" He called on several of 
the students. 
"Okay, Derek," he said finally. 'Tell the class all about it." 
I tried to remember what I had read. It seemed so long ago. 
There was a coronation and a stylized illustration of knights bowing 
before their lord. "He was a king," I said, conscious already of my 
insufficiency. 
Mr. Burke looked impatient. ''What else?" 
My thoughts locked down. "I don't know." 
The police pulled me from my afternoon class. We stood in the 
hall and talked. I leaned on the metal locker doors. The officer had a 
mustache and pale blue eyes. His voice was high and boyish. I clung 
to the voice, struggling to keep my face calm, betraying nothing. 
The officer asked me about Albert, his friends, the placeshe liked 
to go, the things he liked to do. 
"He was just waiting for something to happen," I said. "He was 
out of school and out of work. He liked to hang around the beach a 
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lot. He'd jump in his car and cruise the hotels." The simple facts 
sounded like betrayal. 
After school,.Rosalie met me near the bus. Her face was flushed. 
Her eyes were red. Someone whistled in surprise. 
"Did they ask you questions, too?" she asked. She reached her 
hand out and placed it on my arm. . 
''You mean the police?" 
She pulled her hand back and shook the hair out of her face. "I 
told them I didn't know where he was, that I had no idea at all." 
" I pressed, stepping closer. "What did you tell them about you and 
Albert?" 
She looked puzzled. "I told him we were friends." 
I smiled. ''You mean you didn't tell him that you two were 
screwing your brains out?" 
She stepped back and stared. Her face grew ugly before she 
turned and ran. I watched hergo. Now, why did I do that? I wondered, 
but felt laughter twisting dangerously inside me. 
Mother was on the porch when I got home. She had pulled a 
chair from the kitchen and sat staring into the distance. The sky was 
heavy and dark, filled with smoke. Down the road, the scattered 
houses had their lights on. Night gathered in the branches of the 
trees. 
"What are you doing out here, Mom?" I asked. "It's cold." 
She looked at me and then away. "You know," she said, "the 
police think he's run off. I know he hasn't. He wouldn't do that. His 
car"is still here. No one runs away without their car." 
I had never seen her so still or heard her voice so quiet. 
'The country is too big," she said. 'There are too many places in 
it." 
"Mom . . . " 
She waved her hand, dismissing me. "Go on in," she said. "Make 
yourself a sandwich. There's things in the refrigerator." 
The lights were off inside. My sister sat on the couch and 
watched 1V. The sound was turned down low. 
I poured a glass of milk and made a sandwich with four slices of 
luncheon meat. I opened a bag of potato chips and took them to the 
table. 
"That's Albert's spot," Tracy said. She stood suddenly by my side 
and watched me eat. 
"What?" I asked. 
She pointed to the chair. '''That's Albert's seat." 
I looked down, surprised to find myself there. What was I doing 
in my brother's chair? "It's been a long day," I said, and slid my food 
one spot over. 
48 Patrick Murphy 
'''That's his chair," she said again, then turned and went to the 
couch. 
Later, Rosalie called. "I want to ask you a question," she said. Her 
voice sounded soft and small thro':lgh the receiver. "I want you to tell 
me the truth." 
I waited. 
"How did you know? About Albert and me? How did you know 
about us?" 
"He told me. Albert told me." 
"Liar!" she shouted. "He wouldn't have done that." 
'''Then how did I know?" 
There was silence before she hung up. 
That night, Mother cried in her bedroom. ''Where is he?" she 
screamed. Father's voice through the wooden walls was low and 
consoling. 
"Dear Albert," I wrote at my desk. The lamp was bright on the 
sheet of paper. My heart beat quickly. "Since I killed you ... " I 
stopped and stared at the words. I imagined my parents rushing the 
room, grabbing the paper before I could destroy it. "Since I killed 
you, you've been more trouble than before. And you were an asshole 
then. I don't know how long I can stand this. I don't know how long 
I can keep it up." I stared at the letter for awhile, as if it were a dare, 
then took a pair of scissors and sliced the paper to shreds. 
Thatnight, my sleep was light and filled with dreams. A dark land 
under a blazing sky, a chill wind that cracked rocks and swept dead 
grass before it. Strange, misshapen animals walked ravenous across 
gravel and granite shards. Inconceivable horror waited in }larsh, 
black shadows. 
I floated through the next days. Mother rushed me once and 
clasped me fiercely against her. She cried wildly against my shirt. 
"What's gotten into you lately?" my science teacher asked in a 
disappointed and bewildered voice. ''You never answer questions any 
more." 
"My brother's missing," I said and stared the teacher down. 
Rosalie came up to me after class. 
''What did he say about me?" she asked, when the others around 
us had moved away. ''What did Albert tell you?" She looked up at me 
from under her dark hair. Her grey eyes pulled me down. 
"He said you were lovely." I could hardly speak the words. "He 
said you took his breath away." 
She flushed with pleasure, trying not to smile. 
The days continued hot and dry. Each day, I knew, the water 
level dropped. I imagined the body bumping on the bottom, then 
coming to rest. I imagined a skull staring at the sky. I had thought 
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that, with time, the waiting would grow easier, but it grew more and 
more difficult. Each day it was harder to pretend Albert was still alive, 
to watch the tenses of my brother's verbs. 
Countless times the next few weeks, I uncovered the body in my 
mind. Once, I imagined it discovered by an airplane passing over­
head. Another time hunters stumbled across it. When it actually 
happened, after a month of waiting, it was two children playing in the 
pines who saw the murky shadow of something at the bottom of the 
hole. 
'They found him," Father said. His face sagged, as if the skin 
were suddenly too loose. "He's dead. Albert's dead." 
I felt stunned, hit somewhere deep inside. I had been waiting, 
and yet still unprepared. My breath grew short. I put my hand against 
the wall to brace myself. "How?" I asked, stalling for time. 
That night the bedroom was too hot, airless and tight. The sheets 
grew soaked with sweat, then cold. The blankets piled around me 
weren't enough to stop the shaking. I dreamt that I was somehow in 
Albert's bed, that I had crawled in there by mistake. I felt the sheets 
move and wrap themselves around me, ohill and wet from the hole. 
I struggled wildly. "No!" I screamed, as the sheets closed around my 
face. 
The funeral service was held at the Milton Presbyterian Church. 
Albert lay in a closed, black coffin buried in flowers. A white stained 
glass dove spiraled down an infinite yellow sky, heading for the tiny 
world below. 
"Let us mourn this tragic death," the Reverend said, dressed in 
a black robe, his neck constricted by a tab of white. 
Mother was stilI. She seemed to have hardened. Her lips were 
set. Father sat at the end of the pew next to Tracy. He seemed silent 
and thinner. If anyone cried, I thought, it would be my father. 
Rosalie sat across from us and one pew behind. At times, I had 
a clear view of her, as people shifted on the wooden seats. Her profile 
made me weak. She seemed a candle, a pure flame for God. I 
remembered her naked under the pier and the cries she made. She 
turned. Her perfect lips smiled slightly in recognition. Her grey eyes 
stared at me, then dropped. 
After the service, I stood by the door. The grass around the 
church needed mowing. The blades were tall against the white 
painted walls. Small yellow flowers bobbed in the breeze. "I was 
waiting for you." I touched her at the elbow. 
''What was he doing there?" she asked. 
We stood close together. "It was just one of those stupid things." 
We stood at the grave and watched the coffin lowered. Mother 
and Father threw symbolic dirt onto the lid, then handed me the tiny 
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shovel. 1 didn't want it. Everyone waited. 1 grabbed the handle, warm 
from my parents'· flesh, and scooped: a bit of dirt. The.sound it made 
against the coffin startled me, likethe strikingofa large lJass drum. 
,I, 
Rosalie wasn't quite ready. 1stood in ilie living room and waited. 
Porcelain praying hands saton thecoffee table. A motto hung framed 
on the wall. "God, Bless Our Happy Home." My hands were in my 
pockets,.hiding,tny nervousness. 
. .
"I feel so strange," Rosalie said. , '. 

"We're just going outto eat." ,. 

"But Albert," she said. 

Her grey eyes were bright. Her arms wen~ smooth and slender, 

ending in long elegant fingel'S: I wanted ,to reach out and touch her 
skin. I wanted to tell her everything. "You look lovely," I said. 
,.. We went to the Wagon MThee1.restaurantandsat at a booth in 
the back. The seats were imitation leather. Small wooden wheels 
hung scattered across the walls. 
"I mean that about Albert, ' she said. 
''Ifs what he would .have wanted." My,heart raced at the mag­
nitude of the lie. 
She looked down. "Albert and 1 were closer than most people 
knew." 
I said nothing, waiting. 
"I mean," she continued, "we weren't in love, or anything. At 
least, I don't think we were." She shook her head. "I don't Know: It's 
getting so hard to remember~ Everything seems so confused." 
I reached out and touched het hand, as if in sympathy. She 
grabbed it and Squeezed . . ' " I . , / 
The trail to the sinkhole seemed unchanged. It was asmall path, 
carpeted in pine needles. Scattered .bushes grew. bet:Vreen the 
shFouded trees. Theairwas' till, ahumeltsigh in the upper branches. 
Somewhere a woodpecker hammered quickly, then stopped. 
The·ground was hilly and broken. The path occasi(mally disap­
peared. I pushed my way through br.mches-and stepped icarefully 
over fallen trees. The last time I had come this way; Albert had b~n 
beside me. 
. 'What is it?". Albert had asked, his voice twisted with· impatience. 
'w.hafs so important out hete?" 
"You'll see." My mind had been tight, unthinking. "Just wait," I 
had said. ;' , 
The path twisted through the pines until the air brightened and 
the' trees grew sparse. Blue sky appeared. The ground was crusted 
coral, the bottom of ancient oceans; and pocked by sudden holes. I 
Tiger 51 
walked over to the one I had-iound and looked at the water and the 
algae growing in patches on its surface. The hole was nearly dry by 
now and seemedmuchdeeper thanbefore.The crumbling rock walls 
were.dark'whelie the moisture .stiRremained. 
"Well?" Alberthad a'sked . . 
I had pointed into the /depths and, when Albert had stepped 
c1oseJ1, a single push iHad sufiked. 
I stared into the tnurkand thought hwuld see thebottom, where 
a dark, m@tionless shape must'have lailL Ithad, to have been some­
thing like that, I thOtight Something ,dark and still, with four limbs 
dangling. I looked, but didn't see the:movement of fish. I kicked a 
rock from the bank and watched it fall, not sure what I- expected to 
fiD.drOflWh~ 1had'bother~d to tome back', ' . 
. I stobd in front o.fthelIIlirror and studied myse!ft cIhadchanged, 
butcouldn~tsay eXactl}'l how. My-face seemed~ older. There was a 
complexity 'now, soniething: not quite;to be ' trusted', an ,unpre­
.dictability. r" . . 
,'j' f'You're sexier tharnyou were," Rosalie said. "I thoughtyouwere 
ajerJc but¥ou've'gr0WIl or, something." ..... 
"Maybe I'm just not afraid of you now;" 
We were at the drive-in. I had borrowed' my brotlier's car. Father 
bad given me.the kIeys( . ") , " ' 'i 
!.,'1 'lDon.1 ,see. wliy .I1ot," he had·said. "Some15odY' should get some 
use out of it" 
"You were afraid of me?" Rosalie asked, laughing, 
k My: arm was aroundlher Sho'ulders.·ft felt natural, as if it had 
always 'been there, "Yes, I wasH was deathly-afraid ofyou. You were 
too beautiful." 
; She laughed again. l~d w.hat's-ehanged now~' 
, I kissed her. She 'opehed-hef'lips, inviting me oh. Herbreathing 
shifted. ,'/ I. • '. . d, 
I sat quietly in class. I had been a good student once, bUUound 
i hard ·to' study noW:: The textbooks seemed so fragmented. The 
words jumped from point to point I had trouble pinning down the 
mea1lings: . I , "••\ .'f ' 
"Is ityour brother?" the teachers asked. "Has his neath disturbed 
you?" (' j " I 
: . 1'hr-ee weeks latet' I: brou:g.ht my brotller's car to' school and went 
for. a ride a.tte~ards.The highway was open arid dry. The ocean lay 
·calm and grey, .ilien(tlisappeared behint! the line of hotels. It grew 
dark. Marble fountains shot ,colored-water into ,the''air. Valets in 
uniform stood on white steps beneath -bright light . A long-legged 
woman in-furs climbed from a BMW and took the arm of the portly 
man beside her. · 
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I slowed and leaned out the car window. "Can I have her when 
you're finished?" I shouted. 
The man stiffened and pulled the woman closer. 
I screamed and laughed and waved at the pair. "Asshole!" I 
shouted, still laughing, as th couple fell behind. This is what my 
brother had done, I thought. .bis is how he had lived. 
I had a dream. I was walking through darkness. The footing was 
treacherous. Something was following. I had called its name, and now 
it stalked behind me. "Albert!" I shouted, wondering if that's who it 
was. There was a moan, but no movement. "Albert!" 
Footsteps crunched the gravel. 
"Albert?" I said. 
The weather grew cold. Wind blew the dying leaves from the 
trees. White light filled the spaces, bringing with it a bare clarity and 
the sense of endings. Then the weather turned. The days grew warm 
again and sweet, with a touch of chill when the sun was shadowed. 
"It's going to get cold," 1 had said, pressing Rosalie, beating down 
her resistance. My hand covered her breast. 1 kissed her deeply. It 
was wonderful, 1 thought, drowning in a flood of sensations. "I know 
this place. Before it gets too cold." 
She looked up, waiting. 
There was no moon. The sky was heavy with clouds. Pines lined 
the road we walked. An unfelt breeze swayed the branches. I led her 
to the fields. My heart beat rapidly. 
''What's the matter?" 
Her body shook. "I'm sorry," she said and moved closer. She 
hung on me, as if no longer trusting her steps. I stopped and kissed 
her briefly. 
The pier was as black as before. The pilings were old, the 
planking warped. Patches of the night sky broke through the twisted 
wood. Smooth sand stretched to the river. Only Albert was missing, 
I thought. 
Rosalie held back. "How did you know about this place?" she 
asked. 
"Know about what?" My voice was light, betraying nothing. "Isn't 
this nice?" I asked. 
Something splashed in the river. I pulled her down to the sand 
and undressed her, as Albert had done, until she was naked and 
beautiful in the mottled light. I placed my hands everywhere. My face 
was buried in her flesh. She squinned and twisted, my brother's 
woman, the one that had been stolen. 
Her moans were constant when I took her. She muttered scraps 
of words, parts of sentences. I rode her. Her arms wrapped around 
me. I plunged wildly. The sounds she made grew louder, riding on 
Tiger 53 
higher moans like screams. "At last," I thought, and wanted to laugh. 
"At last!" 
Her legs tightened. Her eyes seemed black holes in the white­
ness of her flesh. Her cries were frantic. My thoughts dissolved in 
the rushing of my blood. I felt myself falling, plummeting towards the 
sound of water. 
"Albert," I thought I hear her say, before the darkness and the 
water swallowed me. 
The dreams faded and died. Albert no longer came to me at night. 
I was relieved at first, then disturbed. I tried to bring him back, 
playing over and over the last moments at the hole. Albert scrabbled 
again at the steep crumbling sides, trying to dodge the rocks I 
dropped. His head was bloody. He swam back and forth, pleading, 
his arms moving in uncoordinated circles, until he could swim no 
longer. I thought about him often, butnothing moved me like before. 
My hands were always calm and steady. 
The days grew long and boring. People gradually expected less 
and less of me. I sat on the porch of my parents' home. 
"Somehow," Father said, "we thought it would all be different." 
His voice seemed tired, his arms thinner. He had become an old man 
in baggy sleeves. "We thought you' d go to college," he said. '''The first 
one in the family." 
"My life's not over," I said, but in the evenings, as I sat and 
watched the night settle on the houses around us, I wondered if it 
were. I thought of how shy I had been, how scholarly. I imagined the 
course of my life without the death of Albert. For the first time I was 
surprised to think it might have been better. Who would have 
thought it? I asked myself. Who would ever have guessed? 
But Albert had started it all, even there ahead of me. The sky had 
been dark that day, filled with a red intensity. The wind had shifted, 
blowing piles of paper across the only paved street in Milton. "Come 
here," he said, grabbing me and pulling me down the sidewalk to the 
].C. Penney's. "Got something to show you." 
He was younger then. His hair fell in his eyes. His fingers were 
tight around my wrist. 
"She might still be there," he said. 
The plate glass window was filled with clouds. Behind it were the 
aisles of plastic boxes and paper cartons, clothing and small applian­
ces. 
"Someone new in this piss-ant town." He punched me softly in 
the gut with both fists, pretending to be a boxer. I backed away. 
The girl I would later know as Rosalie and find in all my class­
rooms stood browsing through a rack of dresses. She was slender, 
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her breasts small. Her dark hair fell to graceful shoulders. When she 
turned, I could see her lips were full. She saw us and smiled. Clouds 
moved across the glass. 
"God," I whispered, thinking I had never seen anything so lovely 
before. 
"Fresh meat," Albert said. 
We watched, straining against,the window. The wind picked up. 
"Maybe she likes shy guys," he said and laughed. "Maybe she 
gets off on geeks." He punched me on the arm and then again. "Go 
get her, tiger," he had said, still smiling. 0 
I' 
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Over 100,000 Records 
An interview with Jack Saul 
Mr. Jack Saul is well known in Cleveland as the host of the Sir 
Thomas Beecham Society hour on one of the local radio stations. He 
is the current president of the Sir Thomas Beecham Society and one 
of its founding members. Beyond these activities he is the possessor 
of one of the largest private collections of recorded music in the 
world. Given our interest in music and our city's reputation as a 
musical center, it seemed negligent not to interview Mr. Saul, inspect 
his collection, and listen to some of his records. 
GAMUT: Have you lived in this area all your life? 
SAUL: Yes, I was born in Cleveland. Saint Ann's Hospital at 30th and 
Woodland. 
GAMUT: What do you do for a living? 
SAUL: I'm in the furniture business. Quality Home Furniture. Also 
known as the Big Q. I've actually been here 46 years. 
GAMUT: I certainly expected you to be involved with electronics. Jack Saul in his home. 
SAUL: We sell electronics. Fur­
niture, electronics, appliances. I 
started to work there when I was 
finishing college-Western 
Reserve University, Cleveland 
College. The man who founded 
the store became interested in 
real estate and sold out his 
various operations. This was the 
one I was associated with on 
Woodland. He sold me half an 
interest in it in '55 and then I 
bought the whole thing in '71. 
Now it owns me, I guess. 
GAMUT: How did you get in­
volved with collecting records? 
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Soul's sound system includes 
a Sherwood tuner, Mcintosh 
preamplifier, and SME tone 
arm, plus various tape and 
COp/ayers. 
SAUL: I was always interested in records. My parents used to bring 
in old 78 rpm records and I was fascinated. I would love the sound 
that came out of the old phonograph. I was always interested in 
records, but it was popular music or folk music. And then one day-it 
was in 1938 I think-the Cleveland Press started to issue and promote 
classical music or music appreciation records at sixty cents each 
instead of two dollars. 
I started to listen to them at the library. There was a Miss Penyak. 
She was the head of the music department at the main library when 
I was going to college. I found the library had a collection of records, 
mostly classical. Barbara Penyak sat me down at the turntable with 
earphones and while I would do homework I would play the records 
and every three or four minutes I would stop to change the side. 
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As I listened through her vast collection of classical music I 
started to pick out favorites. Like the Sibelius Fifth. I remember 
enjoying Koussevitsky's performance. There was a cough in one of 
the movements. Every time I heard a live performance of the Sibelius 
Fifth I waited to hear that cough. Then I started to go to concerts. I 
expected the music to stop every four minutes but the orchestra 
continued playing. 
As I began to listen to classical music I noticed there was a 
conductor who seemed to be head and shoulders above the rest in 
interpretation. Since I can't read music it was just a matter of feeling. 
It was Beecham-everything he touched was something special. I 
would compare Beecham with some other conductors playing the 
same music-there was no comparison. So that's how I began to 
value Beecham as a conductor over other conductors. 
GAMUT: So, you came to prefer Beecham to other conductors, even 
the big names like Toscanini. 
SAUL: That's the strange part of it The one I disliked the most was 
Toscanini. There was such a wide difference in interpretation. 
Beecham had charm. The music seemed to come to you very natural­
ly. Toscanini always seemed hard-driven. 
GAMUT: Some critics would say that what you describe as feeling 
in Beecham comes from the liberties he took with the music. 
SAUL: Well, I think interpretation always means a certain amount of 
liberty. 
GAMUT: It's more than that though. For example, he rewrote large 
sections of Handel's Messiah. 
SAUL: Beecham's last performance of Handel's Messiah on record, 
the one which was orchestrated by Eugene Goossens, had cymbals 
and all kinds of instruments that were not used in Handel's time. This 
is one of the greatest performances I ever heard, in fact it's the 
greatest performance I've ever heard on records. 
GAMUT: I agree with you that it's a remarkable piece of work. 
Unfortunately most people think of the Messiah as a religious ex­
perience, whereas Beecham thought of it as a piece of music. 
SAUL: And what marvelous phrasings and style and . . . this is what 
he did with all of Handel's mw~ic. He used to take all these little pieces 
from the· operas that were then seldom performed, and combine 
them into suites like Love in Bath, The Gods Go A-Begging, The 
Faithfi:tl Shepherd, and many many more. 
GAMUT: Delius was one of Beecham's favorites. 
SAUL: When I began with Miss Penyak, she said, "I want you to 
listen to Delius." I said I never heard of Delius. And I yawned, I just 
got nothing out of it But as the years went by, I began to notice how 
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far superior Beecham's treatment of Delius was< to that of other 
conductors. ).. . 
GAMUT:· It may simply have been patriotism, .English music. ; 
SAUL: Bot Beecham uredto mak6Sorne verytoughretnarks about 
a lot of the English composers. He would make tough remarks about 
anybddy, that's true, but he had' some words to say specifically about 
Vaughan Williams, Elgar. But he said many things with tongue in 
cheek. . 
GAMUf: This is what makes 'him so interesting. He was a wit, a 
cultivated person and had an approach thatwasn't precisely profes­
sionaL He looked more like the wealthy amateur that he was. He had 
his own orchestra. '! 
SAUL: Actually he had the Beecham Symphony Orchestra at the 
turn of the century. He founded the London Philharmonic: in the early 
thirties. The London Philharmonic was<his orchestra. Then he took 
an organization that had been in existence for many many yearSj the 
old Royal Philharmonic Orchestra and formed the 'new Royal Phil­
harrrionic. And that was in '46: There was a Royal Philharmonic 
previous to that. And I have recordings of it with various conductors. 
GAMUT: What about the Sir Thomas Beecham Society? 
SAUL: Beecham died in 1961. It was a loss to me. When Beecham 
came to the United States· I would lool{ forward to finding where he 
was conducting and trying to take a trip thereand hear a concert live. 
But thatwas now finished. I had been subscribing to the Gramophone 
maga2ine since, I began as a music ' collector; I enjoyed reading 
reviews and trying to find the best recordings .. And one,day in '1963 
or '64 there-was an ad in it by a fellow named Stanley Mayes, 'in 
Californria. The ad asked! that those'iliterested \ in ' the Sir 'Thomas 
Beecham Society please contact Stahley Mayes. I wrote to him. He 
. answered that a Beecham Society was, being formed and one of the 
things they were offering was an exchange of tapes, Beecham's and 
other conductors as well. Itwas very exciting to me because they'had 
tapes that I never knew existed. They,also had tapes of 78s I did not 
own. I did not then have every Beecham qjJ, thathad been made. ' 
GAMlJ11: So the society already existed wHen you joined it? I 
SAUL: No, it was justforming. I wahtthebirth; I have the first iSSue. 
It is a maga;zine called Le .Grand Bat01l.1The dues were very nominal 
atthe time, three dollars or so. And everybody was donating services 
and time. 
GAMUT: How many members 'Would you say there ane now? 
SAUL.: lid say around 700 to, 1000 people armmd the !World. :And in 
Cleveland her:eJwe've had arouno a hundred-some members. 
AnyWhere from 70 to"lOO people in tbeOleveland ar:ea. 'That1s mainly 
due to the broadcasts on WCLY. 
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GAMUT: I remember you were on at a convenient time and then it , 
became a very inconvenient time. 
SAUL: In the. early days of-the program we used to be on twice a 
week-on Saturdays, and; rebroadcast during the week Then they ,! 
shifted from Saturday-because people complained that they went 
shopping on Saturday. They switched it to Tuesday afternoons and 
it's been on Tuesday afternoons now-for many many years. Actually 
it's 25 years. Can you believe 'it? .} 
GAMUT: I notice that sotneofBeecham's records are being released 
on CD, including some material that had not been released before. 
SAUL: There's nothing that I know of that has come out from the 
major record coinpanies that's new.' It's all stuff that was available on 
LF,and'isnow being transferred to compact disc; however, there have 
been aA'ew recordings of what they.call "live ' off-fh~air," by small 
labels. Of course for a while the Beecham Sdciety did issue its own 
recording's to members. only. In the lastfewyears Lady Beecham was Sir Thomas Beecham and his 
wife, Betty Beecham, in 
pretty fUrious about that 7948. Photo courtesy ofThe 
GAMU1i: Oalifornia and G:leveland have been the two centers for the Cleveland Press collection, 
s@ciety, haven't they? Cleveland State University 
SAUL: Actually, also in England. One of the Beecham secretaries, Archives. 
Denham Ford, was associated ,with the founding of the society in 
London . . 
GAMUT: One of the most interesting things about Beecham is the 
remarks Ithat he made either at' the beginning 011 the end of his 
COReerts..00-you have any oLthose records from the society? 
SAUL: [looking] I'm trying to decide what woul<1he appropriate. In 
faot I should have brought the one where he tells "What"-and that 
really,infu11iated ,[critic] Herbert Elwell when he .heard it-''What 
Good Music Is." You will probably enjoy this; I'll get it 
FROM THE RECORDING: 
J sometimes think that it might be'worth living long enough to read 

what the historians of the future will have to say about our twentieth 

'century. What J mean is, how will they describe its main characteristics in 

comparison with those of the nineteenth, the eighteenth, the seventeenth 

'J 	 , and so on backwards.1For my part, J'have little doubt that they will dub it, 
(. 	 or,at Jeast the greater part of it, as The Silly,. The Senseless, and The 

Sayage,Century, A,imostfi"om its beginning., we have lived in a state of 

world warfarel perhaps unprecedented in the previous history of the 

, . , 	 world. And we are still haunted by the fear of a continuation of this 
. I I 	 Saturni.an epidemic ofmil)fortunE:. We have also been the horrified 
.) '	 spectators of reViolutioos and outbreaks of violence in several parts of the 

world, in whioh millions of innocent human beings have been massacred 

in cold blood by their fellow creatures. Compared with the terrible 
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happenings of our own era, all previous public crimes during the three 
centuries preceding our own pale into insignificance. Some time ago, at a 
public gathering, I was asked for the definition ofgood music. And as an 
impromptu effort I offered this reply: Good music is that which penetrates 
the ear with facility, and quits the memory with difficulty. Nine-tenths of 
our so-called modem music enters the ear with extreme difficulty and 
quits our memories with unflattering facility. I will make no more than 
passing reference to so many of the unattractive and morbidly 
pathological subjects which seem to have a fatal fascination for some of 
our composers. 
SAUL: 1 was at a concert here in Cleveland, when Beecham gave a 
speech right after the concert. He berated the Cleveland Orchestra 
to the audience. And they wouldn't let him go! They were applauding 
and applauding, including the members of the orchestra-fantastic 
concert, 1 have the review by Herbert Elwell, who came to destroy 
Beecham. He despised Beecham-he said so in his article-because 
he said so many unkind things about modem music and Elwell was 
a modem composer. But he admitted that it was the best concert of 
the season. And the people wouldn't stop applauding, and the or­
chestra wouldn't get up for him, until he finally made a speech. He 
said, "I must tell you, this is a very fine orchestrabut their deportment 
is terrible." 
GAMUT: Remarkable man. You've been collecting records since 
well before your interest in Beecham began. Your collection obvious­
ly dates back a few years. 
SAUL: Well, it's not only recordings that 1 originally collected, but 
also collections belonging to other people that they disposed of as 
they got older or got rid of when the new technology came in. 1 do 
have thousands upon thousands of old 78s. 
GAMUT: Where are they? 
SAUL: 1 have a lot ofthem here [in his home1, and 
1 have a warehouse with many of them. 
GAMUT: Your warehouse is connected with your 
business? 
SAUL: Yes. Across the street we have a furniture 
warehouse, the old Frankelite Building. When 
people would call me and say "I have a collection," 
1 would sort it out first, bring in the things 1 
thought most important, keep them here, and the 
rest 1 would put in the warehouse to keep them 
from being destroyed. And 1 did have calls from 
various institutions, universities, schools that had 
these big collections of 78s and they told me to 
come and pick them up. They just wanted to get 
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rid of them, because nobody was listening to them, since they'd 
switched to LPs. 
GAMUT: You have 78s. You probably have some single-sided. 
SAUL: One-sided was the way prestige recordings were made by 
Victor and Columbia and other companies. 
GAMUT: They were thicker, weren't they? 
SAUL: No, the only thicker records were the Edisons. 
GAMUT: I had some that wen? close to a quarter of an inch in 
thickness. 
SAUL: Those were Edison records. But Edison had very few classi­
cal performers. They really didn't have much of a background and 
those records are quite rare. Edison records are easy to find generally 
and there's no real great musical interest If you can find a classical 
Edison then you've got something. 
GAMUT: How about the EPs [extended play records]. Did you 
collect any of those? 
SAUL: Yes. I have many of the EPs. Some th"ings were available on 
EP that weren't on any other form. 
GAMUT: Yes. I must say it's one of the clumsiest systems they ever 
thought of. It was Victor's unwillingness to let Columbia have the 
game to itself. 
SAUL: Funny part of it is the first long-play records were Victor's, in 
the thirties. And I have the records. But they didn't go at all. The 
quality was poor, they were on a sort of Bakelite material, the friction 
noise was high, they didn't track particularly nicely. They only lasted 
a few years and went out That was really the beginning of the LP 
record. 
GAMUT: So you probably have all the available media, that is to say, 
tapes, EPs, LPs and 78s. What else is there that we haven't men­
tioned? 
SAUL: Well, cylinders, CDs, cassettes, although I'm not a fan of 
cassettes because of the quality. 
GAMUT: They're great for the car. 
SAUL: They're great for the car, exactly. But I'm into Laservision. 
And it's wonderful that you can pick up a disc, put it on and here is 
Toscanini. You see him conducting. Anything recorded with a 
camera is being put out now in very fine quality on laser disks-plays 
through your television and your sound system. So the better your 
sound system the better the sound. There's ballet, filmed operas, 
Metropolitan opera. I can watch any Metropolitan opera put out on 
disc and if you want a certain aria you go right to it, you don't have 
to go looking for it 
GAMUT: Tell me about your sound system. 
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SAUL: We 'have a SherwoodJ tuneJ;, an old ShelWood with tubes, 
everything is tubes, McIntosh amplifier and preamplliier~the 
preamp iSi over ,ther~as you see. The amplifier is down in the 
basement. The ,tone arm is SMEv with cartridges for-the different 
types of records, and the tape recorders.are a variety of Tandbergs. 
I have a Sony for eight-track; there's a .Hitachi for cassette. I have-a 
variety of tape, recorders to play _the various media. I have needles 
that are ,ground for, me specially in England. I send them a good 
needle and they'll chip it off and attach another needle with.a special 
widtltpoint. Forrthe l@ng play records.'If¥ouuse a stereo'needle on 
an old monaural record you will not get the'sound out of it thatwas 
really. in the.record. It won'ttrackrproperly. It's the same way with 
the 78s. They were not cut equa:lly. They, were cut in different, ways. 
I can playa 78 and it will soun<l very·noisy, then I'll switch to a 
diffet+et'lt-~dth needle and all of a sudden the sound has full quality. 
In fact the sound on many of the 78s is almost equal to what you can 
get today. , 
GAMUT: I personally don't share the lcriticisms that people ,have 
leveled against the CDs. To me most of themsound very good What 
do you-thin~? j; • • ' 
SAUL: Yes, I think that they will continue to improve and maybe the 
quality in the discs, is better than the .equipment that is-there to play 
them: I found out in the eatl'ly day.s ofstereo that it ,never soundedas 
good as the old monaural 'records mainly because it didn!t have_the 
equipment to really reproduceit pFo}'ieciy. So thequali~ lthat's'inthe 
compact disc iS lprobably better than you'l1e able to get out of them 
with the technologies that are out there, but they're forever iIbprov 
ing them.'Ifyou keep YOUlrrecor(lsyoll maY' tiegin ~o iplay them aJew 
years from now and say "I neveE!knew it sounoed that g06d."Just 
like my 78s sound much better than people ever remember,them 
sounding,. Bea<iuseJnow. have the equipmenttolplay them properly. 
GAMUT: I'd like you to illustrate tha point. 'You must have some, 
original Beecham records. His recording career.wentfrbm 19.:10. ~ 
SAUL:,1910, I have a ,record frnql 1910.; With the BeeE:ham -Sym" 
phonyOrchestra At that time he wasMli. Thomas Beecham. · Hl.. 
GAMUT: By the WCl¥"does any.one km)w why the name.is spelle<i' 
thatway ?ActuallYi it's what thedinguists. call a pronu~ciation spelling. 
Eecause it tomes from B-E-A-U-C:-HtA-M.J>.,I~ ""I 
SAUL: ,I baveilloideaJ His father was aJamous pill manufacturer:. The 
company just-combined with another aompany. . -I 
GAMUT:'H y.ou would put on: someJ..aservision item I could tak@ a 
picture of it. 
SAUL: Of this bedlam? Oh my God! , 
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GAMUT: This is the way a place looks when somebody actually does 
something . . 
SAUL: I see . . 
~AMUT: You must have a catalog of all your holdings? 
SAUL: You mean of the records that I have. You know this is another 
thing that I also have that is remarkably good-I have an enormous 
collection of the catalogs of the manufacturers. So if I am searching 
for. a certain item I look into these catalogs and I find a record number 
and usually I can pull it right out of my shelves. So I really don't have 
to have a separate catalog. Sometimes itprobably would help, but the 
numbel1 of records I have, the task of getting them down on a 
computer would .be enormous. I've had somebody now for seven 
years working on the. records and cataloguing them by hand. I can't 
do jt all myself. I get too many records in. There's just no room. 
GAMUT: I assume you buy them regularly still. 
SAUL: I do and it's costing, me a fortune. Ifyou'd like I can give you 
an idea of the archive. You might want to take' a look and see what 
that's like. There's bedlam there too, because I'm always working on 
it and sorting things out! Let's go and take 
a look at that. Let me warm this up 
meanwhile. 
[Musical Interlude] 
GAMUT: It's really ' remarkable. But it 

isn't quite as full in the strings, for ex­

ample, as are modem recordingsl 

SAUL: It's .still a good solid nice sound. 

And this is quite old. Let's see. I'll give you 

the date of this recording in a minute. 

1940! Some wondetiul musicians in that 

orchestra. Reginald Kell was in there. 

GAMUT: The clarinetist. 

SAUL: Right. 

[More Music] 
SAUL: In the soft passages you do hear 

the swish of shellac. It's not like plastic, 

but it's very listenable. 

GAMUT: They didn't do much to dress 

up the jackets. 

SAUL: No, later issues did have colorful 

pictures. This is one of the pre-war press­

ings. They tend to be quieter. Some of the 

Soul in his basement 
archives. 
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after-war pressings were very noisy. Those were the days when you 
had to turn in shellac to get another record. They used to melt them 
down. They didn't like the Columbia, because they had a layer of 
cardboard. Well, actually they did have better surfaces than the 
Victor. 
GAMUT: Columbia was famous for having silent surfaces. When did 
you buy your first record? 
SAUL: The first record that I actually bought myself? I would say it 
would be 1937. 
GAMUT: And what was on it? 
SAUL: Brahms's Hungarian Dance Number 5, and his Lullaby, on 
the black-label Victor. I think it was Rosario Bourdon conducting the 
Victor Orchestra, and I bought it because it was the least expensive 
ofthe Victor records. It cost 75 cents, and most classical records were 
then two dollars. Since I was going to splurge (even 75 cents was a 
lot of money), I bought the Victor, which I thought was the best 
quality record. I played it over and over and over again. 
GAMUT: Did you have a phonograph of your own? 
SAUL: I had an acoustic wind-up phonograph of my parents'. 
GAMUT: I see you're collecting movies too: 
SAUL: Yes, I have about 4000 movies. 
GAMUT: In addition to your collection of catalogues, 45 rpm records, 
you have popular 78s and movies. What else? 
SAUL: Sheet music and laser disks. There are a lot of musicians' 
collections in here. One of the best collections I have is Szell's 
records. 
GAMUT: George Szell's collection? 
SAUL: Also Arthur Loesser's collection, I have all of those. You see, 
they knew I was going to maintain them. Today, ifyou get someone 
to maintain a collection, it's very unusual. 
GAMUT: The condition of the records in most libraries is deplorable; 
you can hardly play them because they're scratched and the covers 
frayed, dog-eared. 
SAUL: This is the one thing I've tried as you've seen. I've gone to a 
great deal of effort to protect these things. 
GAMUT: Unfortunately, what you have to do ifyou have a reference 
collection is not to let the public touch the records. 
SAUL: They don't. People ask me, "Can I borrow this record and 
make a duplicate?" and I say, "No, I'll do it here." They'll come and 
bring a cassette or tape reel and we'll play it at the right speed. The 
problem with records is that the universities and such do notconsider 
them to be of any importance. And this is the sad part of the whole 
thing, there is no funding in the universities to maintain them, so I 
do it out of my own pocket. 
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GAMUI': The biggest collection of records that I know of is the one 
in New York, in the library at Lincoln Center. 
SAUL:When I went to the Rodgers and Hammerstein to look at their 
78 collection, it was very meager. And I said, "Where is the collec­
tion?" And they said it's in boxes in the basement and they have no 
funding to organize it The least priority of funding for research is 
records. 
GAMUI': That's amazing, isn't it? 
SAUL: It's very sad. I get calls all the time about someone wanting 
to get rid of a collection of records. In fact when the universities 
started to dump their 78s they used to call me and say, "Either you 
take them or we're going to throw them out." And since I have a 
warehouse, fortunately, I was able to take themand sortout the items 
I felt should belong in the archive, and the rest is in the warehouse. 
And in the lastfewyears I've given quite a few to the Cleveland Music 
School Settlement, which takes them in and has given them away 
free. 78s were free, the LPs were sold for a nominal sum. 
GAMUI': But tell me about your archivist How long has he been 
working for you? 
SAUL: Clarence Crayton: he's been working about seven years, and 
it's like a little drop in the ocean, unfortunately. He does a nice job, 
he inventories the things that I can't keep over here, so that if 
somebody's looking for a particular performance I find the number 
in the catalogs and say, "Well, I don't have it here, do you have it over 
there?" And he can go into a certain box and find it. 
GAMUI': Do you have an accession number on each record? Do you 
use label numbers? 
SAUL: No, not at all. The Classical LPs are filed by label, by manufac­
turer, so I don't need composer and title lists. My catalog system tells 
me what the label number is and that's all I really need. Then I can 
go about getting at them. 
GAMUI': But what is your system for finding particular items? Let 
us say that if I were to ask you, "What have you got sung by Conchita 
Supervia?" Do you have a way of accessing that information? 
SAUL: Yes, there are catalogs which list collections of recordings by 
particular artists, so it is possible to go into the collection and look 
for it. 
GAMUI': How about if she had one song in a collection of Rossini 
arias, for example, would you be able to find that? 
SAUL: Depends on the catalog that I have. See, some catalogs cover 
old recordings, before the electrical recordings. 
GAMUI': So it's dependent, really, on the cataloging that was done 
by the manufacturers. 
SAUL: And the books that were published, like the World's En­
cyclopaedia ofRecorded Music [by Clough and Cuming]. 
Clarence Crayton working 
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GAMUf: And the Gramophone Shop Encyclopedia of Recorded 
Music? 
SAUL: You are most right on that, for 78s in particular. 

GAMUT: Well, I agree that any other system would be so time-con­

suming that you would really lose heart. 

SAUL: People ask me that all the time, "Why don't you put that on 

computer?" You've just answered that exactly. 

GAMUT: Would you like to make an estimate of the size of your 

holdings? 

SAUL: I stopped counting at 100,000. I don't know exactly, but it's 

over 100,000 records of all sorts. 

GAMUT: What are you going to do with all those? 

SAUL: I don't know. Does any collector know what he's going to do 

with anything? He enjoys them as he has them. I can't hear them all 

atone time. 

GAMUT: Ifyou started to play them today, how long would you have 

to live to hear them all? 

SAUL: Well, I just had a quadruple heart by-pass. The doctor said 

they're going to add years to my life. So I suppose with all these years 

I have a better chance to hear and enjoy more of them. 0 

Writing 

Too ManyWriters 
Stuart Kollar 
Let's say that for some reason you just sat down' at your word 
processor to write a short story. Your fingers touch the keys and click 
out the following sentence: "His mother had already picked out his 
blue suit for his first day in kindergarten." 
Though it isn't necessarily a sentence to change the course of 
history, you use it as a basis to proceed. Over the next few days, 
weeks, and months, you pursue the sentent:e to its resolution and 
. complete the story. On balance you think your creation is pretty 
good, good enough to publish. But how will you break into print? 
Should you send your work to a magazine, a literary agent, a local 
author who might be willing to read it and help you out? 
Thenyou remember hearing that Gordon Lish is coming to town 
to host a one-day seminar for fiction writers. Lish is aNew York 
literary giant-a successful editor atAlfredA Knopf, oneofthe major 
U.S. publishing houses, as well as the author of What I Know So Far, 
Mourner at the Door, and other short story collections. You send Mr. 
Lish a tuition check for $350 and enroll in the workshop. 
At first Lish disappoints you and your 30 classmates by an­
nouncing he's not going to let anyone read their stories during class. 
He says, "If you came here because you thought, Here is a famous 
editor who's going to discover me, then you'd better put that idea 
aside . ... You don't have it. Otherwise, I would have heard about it.: 
Later, though, he changes his mind. He decides your egos are 
so engaged that "you must have your pathetic moment in the light," 
and asks someone to let the group hear the first sentence of a story. 
You pull out your manuscript and stand. "His mother had already 
pieked out his blue suit for his first day in kindergarten," you read . 
. Lish reacts with an exasperated two-handed gesture. "Can you 
imagine how utterly predictable the rest of this story will be? Can you 
imagine how horribly boring?" 
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That's it. Your moment in the light. Lish has your $350, and you 
have his professional opinion. Put the story away, now, and in future 
spend your spare time in more rewarding activities. 
At this point you're glad that we have been merely imagining the 
writing seminar. But sadly enough, it all happened. There really is a 
Gordon Lish, and he actually behaved this way before a hopeful 
group of would-be disciples. The account appears in a Chicago 
Magazine article titled "It Came from New York," written by Marcia 
Froelke Coburn. * 
Coburn presents Lish as something of a monster, a posturing 
opportunist who takes advantage of aspiring writers. He cruelly 
exploits their vanity, their hunger, their fragile hope that they may 
have the talent to succeed. We can probably agree that his seminars 
are a reprehensible way to earn money. Yet Hillel Levin, editor of 
Chicago, thinks that Lish is doing nothing worse than the many 
college and university English departments that now offer advanced 
degrees in creative writing. He notes unsavory precedents, including 
Rod Serling's "Famous Writers' School" as well as agents who charge 
high reading fees, and then goes on: 'These private practitioners pale 
in significance when they're compared with the more insidious greed 
in our institutions of higher education." 
Levin speaks from experience. "Some years back I graduated 
from college with a master's in the writing seminars. My degree did 
not qualify me to conduct said seminars. Rather, it was an admission 
that I had spent a good deal of time participating in them. Obviously, 
I was not there to learn about seminars, nor even about writing, for 
that matter. I was there to be published. Pure and simple. Along with 
a few other gullible souls, I was convinced that the seminars were the 
most direct route to the book houses." 
He calls the desperate student desire to be published "an obses­
sion that borders on clinical neurosis," and includes as symptoms 
incessant submissions and participation in any seminar available. 
"Classes like writing seminars may masquerade as education," he 
concludes, "but students aren't attracted by the professor's teaching 
ability. More important is the fact that he is eminently published and 
. might have the right contacts with agents and editors. Such was the 
great unspoken promise that hung over the writing courses I took, 
and looking back, I believe it was a promise never meant to be 
fulfilled." 
Levin, in fact, regards creative writing courses as "not too far 
removed from the training school courses we see advertised on bus 
placards and matchbook covers. Th~ major difference is that the 
vocational programs must prove they can deliver." 
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Whether or not they can deliver, creative writing courses have 
become immensely popular throughout the United States. A recent 
Auburn University survey of 105 college and university English 
departments documents a surge in popularity of writing courses of 
all sorts between 1975-76 and 1985-86 (Thompson et al). 
Peterson's Guide to Graduate Programs in the Humanities and 
Social Seroices 1990 shows 68 U.S. colleges and universities now 
offering advanced degrees or emphases in "creative writing." 
Lovejoy's College Guide lists 95 schools with designated under­
graduate study in this area. In Ohio alone, the coming generation of 
poets, novelists, dramatists, and screenwriters can include creative 
writing as part of their baccalaureate preparation at Antioch College, 
Bowling Green State University, the College of Wooster, Denison 
University, Kent State University, Miami University, Oberlin College, 
Ohio University, and the University of Findlay. Introductory courses 
are popular at virtually every school, frequently taught by ac­
complished literary figures. Greg Kuzma, a well-known poet who 
teaches at the University of Nebraska, believes that proliferating 
college creative writing programs damage faculty as well as students 
by turning writers into administrators, recruiters, and all-around 
good guys who must convey the impression that writing is fun and 
natural while ignoring the desolation and alienation from which great 
work often emerges. 
"For the unfortunate writer, who took up writing poems and 
stories ... because he was compelled to do so and can do 
nothing else, [teaching] 'creative writing' as I have 
described it is a disaster," says Kuzma. 'The writer no 
longer teaches the few who really care and are dedicated to 
the art, the few and the best; he teaches the average and the 
many. The writer no longer works in the fierce light of the 
scrutiny of the ages-and the scrutiny of scholars-the 
quality of one's writing is not any longer a concern. The 
scholars, in fact, have no mind for scrutiny-their very jobs 
are on the line. English departments throughout the 
The writer no longer 
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are dedicated to 
the art. 
country, many that paid hardly any attention to the one or two writers 
on their staffs, now realize that their graduate programs will collapse 
unless failing graduate enrollments are bolstered by huge increases 
in the only area that shows student interest-creative writing." 
Lee K Abbott, an award-winning short-story writer who also 
teaches, would disagree with Kuzma. Two years ago Abbott left an 
endowed professorship atCleveland's Case Western Reserve Univer­
sity to become part of an impressive stable of talent at Ohio State 
University, where he is one of seven authors and poets teaching in 
the English department. "We have a large creative writing program 
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here, with classes in poetry and fiction writing at three different 
levels," he says. "Several sections of introductory creative writing are 
available for students. Everything beyond that is'by audition only. I 
turn down about fifty percent of those who apply." 
Almost all such new and growing writing concentrations draw 
inspiration from the successful graduate program in creative writing 
at the University oflowa, a prototype that began in 1936 and numbers 
among its alumni such famous names as Flannery O'­
Connor, T. Coraghessan Boyle, John Irving, Jane Smiley, and dozens 
of others. A current associate at the Iowa program, Connie Brothers, 
describes the motivations of those who are now enrolled: "Many of 
our students attend seeking experience, criticism, and contacts that 
might lead to publication." But she adds an aspect of such programs 
that Hillel Levin seems to have missed: "A lot of them just want the 
time to write. They want to be part of a community that cares about 
what they're doing." 
Deb West, secretary of the program, says the school generally 
receives about 1,000 applications per year. "Each fall we admit 25 new 
students in fiction and 25 in poetry. Most of our graduates go on to 
teach at the college level." 
Why teaching? Why not? Ithas been estimated that only 
about 200 creative writers in America actually support them-
Only about 200 selves practicing their art. The limited market for short 
writers in America fiction, poetry, and drama makes it risky for even top talents 
to expect to earn a living with the pen. A look at any 
actually support newsstand will verify that periodicals and readers heavily 
themselves practic­ favor nonfiction writing. Editors who patronize the short 
story are overwhelmed with submissions-many from col­
ing their art. lege students and their instructors-for example, The 
Gamut itself. Though short stories and poetry typically 
make up less than a quarter of this journal's content, editors 
report that these two genres accountfor 93.5 percent of over-the-tran­
som submissions. A single Gamut short story contest a few years ago 
attracted a total of 850 entries; only four could be published. 
The market is no better for poets. Helen Lothrop Klaviter, 
managing editor of the magazine Poetry (circulation about 7,000), 
reports that her periodical publishes 200 to 240 poets per year from 
among the 70,000 submissions it receives. like Kuzma, she finds that 
college writing programs have increased the volume of creative work 
in circulation without having a noticeable effect on the quality. 
"I think you'd find a general feeling on our staff that what writing 
programs do is produce many people who are fairly competent We 
want to encourage the genuine talents, but a lot of the students don't 
even look at the magazines they send submissions to. I have dealt 
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with three calls already this afternoon from people who had no idea 
what kinds of things we publish. 1 get so tired of telling them the 
basics that 1 go into a voice that sounds like a recording." 
Ms. Klaviter may be a bit too jaded from dealing with ignorant 
submissions to do justice to the better creative writing programs. It 
might be argued that by creating a large base of competent writers, 
the programs may help more of the truly creative ones find their 
voices. And the responsible programs certainly give their students 
advice about the practical aspects of publishing-such as reading the 
magazine they are submitting to. Successful writers seldom use the 
shotgun approach when they send out their work. Mary Grimm, who 
holds the MA with a creative writing emphasis from Cleveland State 
University (and is a former managing editor of The Gamut), has 
published six short stories in The New Yorker during the past five 
years. Herbreakthrough came only after she sent many submissions 
to the magazine, which she regularly read and enjoyed. 
"I probably sent them things for four or five years before 1 got 
back anything other than a form rejection," she says. "But 1 decided 
1 was going to keep writing whether my work was published or not, 
so 1 sent them stories regardless. 1 remember having this very clear 
idea for a story 1 never wrote called 'Laundromat' 1 could just see the 
way it was going to look on the pages of The New Yorker. So 1 must 
have had some sort of confidence." 
Grimm recalls that the magazine's fiction editor eventually 
began enclosing brief notes, giving reasons why he wasn't using her 
stories. She knew she was getting close when his rejection finally 
came in the form of a typed letter. 
"In terms of revision, editors' comments don't really affect me. I 
have to make my own mistakes and figure out how to get out of them. 
After a certain point, a story is dead for me. I'm not interested in 
improving it anymore. I'd rather work on another." 
Though currently under contract with Random House for a novel 
and a story collection, Grimm teaches writing at Case Western 
Reserve University, in part out of economic need. Her predecessor 
at the school, Lee Abbott, also relies upon the income he earns 
through college teaching. "I understood very early that what I wanted 
to do to support my writing habit was teach. 1 like earning a wage this 
way, and I don't view the two activities as incompatible. On the 
contrary, they're complementary." 
Abbott earned his MA in creative writing at New Mexico State 
University and the M.F A at the University of Arkansas. He says that 
while many of his Arkansas classmates have also become teachers, 
others have succeeded in fields including television, publishing, law, 
and medicine. "My class had some very good people, and good 
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people do well, just as in traditional academic disciplines. Young 
writers often start out thinking they're a whole lot better than they 
really are. And some come into writing programs for all the wrong 
reasons. They think it's going to be easy. They think there are no 
rules, standards, or expectations. They think it's all just a matter of 
sitting down kd pouring forth feelings that can't be invalidated. 
Many have no interest in reading, which strikes me as lunatic. It's 
true that there are some pretty crummy M.F A programs around that 
don't ask students to do anything but tum out their own crap. But 
there are bad graduate programs in other disciplines, too." 
For serious students of writing, the best schools are generally 
those whose faculties include artists of proven caliber. Dan Chaon, a 
young fiction writer who teaches English composition at Cleveland 
State University and Cuyahoga Community College, has no trouble 
remembering the reason he decided to earn his master's degree at 
Syracuse University. ''Tobias Wolff was there. That's why writers 
apply at certain programs. You want to work with someone you 
admire." 
While Chaon's name may not be familiar to many readers, he has 
published five stories and feels comfortable with his commitment to 
writing. "I'm doing fiction because it's what has always excited and 
interested me. It was something I liked that I thought I was good at 
and that I wanted to continue with. As an undergraduate, 1 got 
involved with screenwriting for awhile. But even there, you can't be 
independent and do what you want. You become part of a corporate 
system. 1 think the rampant vocationalism found in universities today 
is a shame. Students are taking certain courses so they can get 
certain jobs and become cogs in society. This isn't what the 
humanities should be about. If you really care about language and 
literature and want them to be living, rather than dead things to be 
deconstructed by linguists, you're going to be drawn toward writing." 
Chaon adds that a writer doesn't necessarily have to publish in 
highly visible magazines such as The New Yorker to be successful. 
Dozens of smaller publications-many supported by universities­
regularly feature fiction and poetry from some of the nation's best 
writers, albeit for limited audiences and very little money. 
"I can't say earning a degree in fiction has furthered my career, 
exactly. 1 did all the work expected of other MAs in the English 
program and learned a lot about teaching composition. 1 think a 
creative writing program's main purpose is to give a writer time to 
work and be part of a community that cares about the craft." 
The fanciful portrait of a writer toiling iIi solitude, isolated from 
humanity for long periods, appeals to few practicing artists today. 
Henry James said a century ago that collaboration produces richer 
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fiction. "'The best things come, as a general thing, from the talents 
that are members of a group; every man works better when he has 
companions working in the same line, and yielding the stimulus of 
suggestion, comparison, emulation. Great things, of course, have 
been done by solitary workers; but they have usually been done with 
double the pains" (Miller, 48). 
Even professionals who do not hold MAs or M.FAs subscribe 
to this idea. Les Roberts is a successful mystery writer who began 
setting his novels in Northeast Ohio after he visited the area in 1987 
to script a television show. At the time he resided in Van Nuys, 
California, but Roberts moved to Cleveland Heights last year to live 
on the scene of his "Milan Jacovich" detective stories and enjoy the 
region. Though he came to novel-writing through film and TV rather 
than academia, Roberts enjoys running workshops for new novelists 
and values the company of other fiction writers. 
"As a relative newcomer here, I've been trying to seek out the 
Cleveland writing corilmunity," he says. "I find I really need to talk 
about the craft. It helps keep my skills honed. I'm not sure what it 
means to earn a degree in creative writing. I think we write because 
we have to. But it's vitally important to have some kind of instruction 
available in the discipline." 
Roberts says that he was fortunate to win a Best Private Eye 
NoveIAwardforhisfirstbook,Anln/initeNumbero/Monkeys (1987), 
an honor that has helped him command higher-than-normal advan­
ces for subsequent work. But he believes anyone can make the grade 
as a writer if desire is strong enough. 'Take a kid from any 
background. Encourage him and say, 'Yes, you can.' And, 
by God, he can. I'm not talking about becoming one of the 
greats, but ifyou have genuine desire, you can do it. You'll 
cut out my tongue before you get me to say you can't or 
shouldn't write. People who try it and give up-they just 
don't have the love for it. They don't have the guts. They 
aren't willing to suffer the indignities of rejection. When I'm 
teaching, I tell my students, 'I can't teach you to be a great 
writer. They're born. But I can teach you the discipline, the 
You'll cut out my 
tongue before you 
get me to say you 
can't or shouldn't 
write. 
craft.' Part of my course is, This is how you sell a book. This is what 
you put in it in order to sell it.' But I've had people who don't even 
want to publish. Just writing a novel and getting it done can give you 
tremendous satisfaction." 
Workshops like Roberts's may create a feeling of community 
among writers and help some to stay with their work, whereas an 
influence like Gordon Ush might brutalize them into giving up; still, 
critics continue to wonder what creative writing teachers think they 
are doing. Why do they encourage so many fiction writers and poets, 
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when society is willing to read so few? One answer may be that 
creative writing also provides an intense training in handling lan­
guage that can be put to use wherever writing of any sort is needed. 
Gary Engle, an associate professor of English at Cleveland State, 
says, "What's interesting to me is how much of the creative writing 
experience is really close reading. The students in a workshop dig 
into each other's manuscripts in a way that you don't often see when 
they're doing an assignment for a literature class. If creative writing 
programs have a major benefit, it may be that they are doing more to 
encourage literacy and attention to language than many of our tradi­
tional courses." 0 
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UFOs 

Watchers of the Skies 
People's stories of close encounters 
Benjamin Gleisser 
It makes you think. 
Over the centuries, many different cultures have tales of strange 
flying objects and of people being abducted by creatures who have 
descended from the sky (sometimes the people return, sometimes 
not). Erich von Daniken in Chariots ofthe Gods (1970) lists numerous 
puzzling phenomena from antiquity that he explains are visitors from 
outer space. In the Gilgamesh epic (recorded on 12 tablets from the 
library of the Assyrian King Ashurbanipal), a man is carried off in the 
golden claws of a giant eagle-an attribute of the sun god. A fragment 
of hieroglyphic writing from the time of Thutmose III, about 1500 
B.C., recounts how Thutmose and his soldiers saw a ball of fire 
descend from heaven and then take off again toward the south. And 
in the Old Testament, the prophet Ezekiel saw wheels in the heavens, 
and Elijah was carried upwards in a fiery chariot. 
Before this century descriptions of such events usually had 
religious overtones. But in the last few decades, these accounts have 
taken on a technological twist-instead of gods descending from the 
heavens, we hear about extraterrestrial beings in space ships. 
The modem age of the UFO (Unidentified Flying Object) began 
in 1947, when Kenneth Arnold, flying a private plane near Mt. Rainier, 
saw a chain of nine "saucerlike things at least five miles long" 
skimming over the mountain peaks. After newspapers reported 
Arnold's ''flying saucers," hundreds of people came forward with 
stories of similar sightings. In 1987 Whitley Streiber published Com­
munion, a book in which he describes his repeated abductions by 
"visitors" in UFOs. Communion stimulated a wave of similar abduc­
tion stories. 
Such material is generally the fodder of science fiction and 
sensational journalism. Yet Streiber, and others like him, in coming 
forward have no desire to be featured in The National Enquirer. Their 
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only goal is to engender speculation by making us wonder whether 
something may really be "out there." 
Across the United States, hundreds of clubs and groups exist 
where people discuss this question, as well as exchange and study 
stories about experiences with UFOs and beings of possible extrater­
restrial origin. I was surprised to learn that there are at leastfour such 
groups active in the Cleveland area. 
The Cleveland UFOlogy Project (CUP), headed by Mary Anne 
Hawk, and the Cleveland UFO Society, headed by Lawrence Blazey 
of Bay Village, meet monthly. Raven Dana of Euclid runs a support 
group for people who have been contacted by UFOs; the group, 
which meets irregularly, is an open forum where members can 
discuss their experiences in a tolerant, un skeptical atmosphere. 
Richard T. Lee of Cuyahoga Falls belongs to the Mutual UFO Net­
work (MUFON), a group of UFO investigators which occasionally 
sponsors symposiums to present its evidence to the public. I have 
talked to all four of these people and they seem to me completely 
sincere. 
In the following pages three of them tell their stories in their own 
words; to these I have added two more accounts from Cleveland area 
residents: "Linda," who wishes to remain anonymous, and Joe H. 
Turner of Canton. In exchange for their honesty, all these five 
individuals ask is that you keep an open mind. 
Personal Statements 
Raven Dana, 36, ofEuclid, Ohio, looks me in the eye when she 
talks, and her voice is filled with conviction. Feeling great empathy for 
others who, like her, have been scoffed at for their claims of being 
taken-often forcibly-aboard UFOs, she started a UFO supportgroup. 
Raven has been a sales manager for a company that makes water 
purification products, and currently she teaches self-improvement 
classes using creative visualization and potentializing techniques. Her 
own narrative follows. 
There's a pattern to people who've been contacted by visitors. 
Typically, the person is first contacted when he or she is a child, 
usually at age five or six. In some cases, even younger. Then the 
visitors appear again when the person is a teenager, then sporadically 
when the person is an adult. I fit this pattern perfectly. 
My earliest contact memory is from age two. It's very hazy, but 
I see a being leaning over my crib, touching my arms. But that picture 
is more like a blurred snapshot. 
My first clear memory is from age five. I was living in Yonkers, 
New York, with my parents and grandparents. One night I saw 
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something standing at the foot of my bed. I thought one of my 
grandparents had come into the room, then realized it was something 
I'd never seen before. It was about five and a half feet tall, and had a 
large head and massive, almond-shaped black insect-like eyes. Its 
neck wasn't human-reticulated, with lots of folds. It had gray skin 
and long, spindly arms that tapered to flat hands with long, skinny 
fingers. 
I stared at it more curious than afraid. I asked its name and it 
gave me the letters "F ARB." It said it was a friend. Then I went back 
to bed thinking everything was OK 
The next morning I told my grandfather about my visitation, and 
he didn't seem surprised or fazed. He told me it must've been a 
gnome or a nature spirit. Maybe he was humoring me, I don't know. 
But I was a five-year-old who'd been told fairy tales all her life, so it 
was easy to accept that something magical had happened to me in 
the night. 
But then the oddest things began happening. Within a month of 
my experience, I started getting chronic nosebleeds. I've since 
learned that this occurrence is common among people who've been 
aboard UFOs. After an encounter, one sometimes develops allergies 
or sicknesses, or finds helshe can pick up telepathic impressions, 
and dreams become very vivid. 
I, too, began having a series of very lucid dreams. Usually I was 
with one of those beings, and we were standing in front of a screen, 
like one of those wide-screen TV s. Only this was 30 years ago, before 
wide-screen TVs were available. 
Sometimes the screens showed me events that would happen a 
day or two ahead in my life, or things thatwould happen to ourplanet. 
I saw pictures of holes in the atmosphere and the Earth being 
destroyed by pollution, and I was told that if this trend continued, our 
planet would become a vacuum. 
In one dream I was shown a series of grids laid across the planet, 
and swirling energy centers coming out of the grids. I was told the 
swirls were magnetic centers, power centers on our planet. Then the 
grids disappeared and I saw pinpricks oflight flashing on one by one 
like tiny light bulbs dotting the Earth. Each pinprick of light repre­
sented an intelligence, the being told me. I somehow got the impres­
sion the lights represented a network of people that I was supposed 
to contact. When or how I'd contact them, I didn't know. 
. I call them dreams, but maybe they're really memories of what 
happened when I was aboard the visitors' craft. Perhaps it was easier 
for my five-year-old mind to comprehend what was happening if I 
called them dreams. But whatever they were, I think the visitors 
wanted to teach me something about our planet, and the lesson was 
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to be careful, because life is precious and the threat of self-destruction 
is an ever-present danger. 
Why would they pick a child like me instead of a scientist? I don't 
know. Maybe by planting these symbolic ideas in children, they were 
hoping we'd grow up caring more about conservation and the sym­
biotic relationship we have with the universe. After all, it's always 
easier teaching children than adults, who are usually more set in their 
ways. 
My next contact occurred when I was 14. I vividly remember 
waking up one night and seeing a beam of white light covering me. 
I felt myself floating out of my bedroom window, yet I could see my 
body still on the bed. Overhead, a roaring noise like a violent 
windstorm. Suddenly I was sitting in a perfectly round gray room. 
Through a strip of windows running around the room, I saw clouds 
and sunshine. 
I was sitting at a desk before a screen, like a computer screen, 
reading a series of mathematical equations. Someone was standing 
behind me explaining things like light, speed, and planetary motion. 
Then the screen went dark and I was led into another room. There, 
I lost consciousness; the next thing I remember is standing in front 
of my bedroom window and it's raining outside. 
The funny thing is that before the experience, I was flunking 
math in · high school. But after the experience, I had a brilliant 
understanding of math. In half a semester I went from an F to an A 
My teacher was amazed, butnothing like the amazement he would've 
felt had I told him I'd dreamed some beings were explaining to me 
how they travelled faster than light, which is what I think they were 
trying to do. 
Understand this: at the time, I wasn't into reading science fiction, 
and I had no idea what a flying saucer was. That stuff didn't interest 
me. Yet I kept having these dreams, or visions, or whatever they 
were. And it wasn't until I was 30 years old, and living in Denver, 
Colorado, that I began to grasp what had been happening to me. 
I was browsing through a bookstore when I saw the cover of 
Whitley Streiber's book, Communion. Suddenly my heart started 
pounding. My head was spinning and I was so dizzy I had to sit on ' 
the floor. My God, I thought, I've seen that long, gray face. Many 
times! Those are the things I've been meeting in my dreams! 
I bought the book and read it in one night. His experiences were 
so similar to mine! I wrote Whitley and told him everything I could 
remember and sometime later he phoned me. Since then we've 
talked many times, and I've come to understand that for some reason, 
visitors have been contacting me all my life. 
Working closely with Whitley, I've started a support group in this 
areaforcontactees and abductees. The group's only goal is to provide 
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a safe, non-judgmental space for people to talk about their contact 
experience. People need to know there's a place to go where they 
won't be ridiculed. 
By the way, anyo.ne who's open-minded can try contacting the 
visitors. They're very curious about us, just as curious as we are 
about them. You don't need to sit in the middle of an open field at 
night and chant a mantra. Just open yourself to the possibility of 
contact But a word of caution-be careful what you wish for, because 
you just might get it! 
linda (not her real name), 54, of Parma, Ohio, lives in an 
apartment filled with UFO books. During our talk, she excitedly pulled 
pamphlets, pictures, and other documents from a large file of UFO 
evidence she has been keepingfor over 30years. She has been a member 
ofthe Cleveland UFOIogy Project (CUP) for over 20 years. The group 
meets monthly to discuss UFOs, and often has guest speakers. Linda has 
worked in a variety ofjobs in various manufacturing industries. 
Ever since I was about five years old, whenever I'd go outside I'd 
look up at the stars and wonder when I'd be able to go back "home" 
to them. I knew there were other kinds of people living out there, and 
they were travelling between stars. I couldn't understand why we 
weren't travelling out there too. 
I come from a blue-collar, working-class family, and lived in a 
time when society believed women should get married and not have 
wild dreams. While other little girls wanted to be movie stars or 
brides when they grew up, my goal was to be the first woman on the 
moon. As a result, everyone thought I was a little-well, "off," you 
could say. But I didn't care. I was always a person who was ahead of 
her time. 
When 1 was ten years old, I read about the Kenneth Arnold 
sighting in the newspaper and was overjoyed. I ran around with the 
newspaper and said to everyone, "See? I was right! They're here! 
They've come in spaceships!" I read about more sightings, but when 
they were reported the papers made fun of the people involved. I was 
disappointed, but not discouraged, because I knew one day a UFO 
would land and contact humanity. 
When I was twelve, I began having a series of dreams involving 
two people-one male, one female-dressed in modem clothes. 
Each dream began with them saying, "Come with us." 
In the first dream, we got on a bus. The windows were blackened 
and I couldn't see out When the bus stopped, we gotoff and the world 
was different. It was a controlled society where people acted like 
robots, just like in the novel, 1984. 
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In another dream, the two people abegan thinking of them as 
my teachers) took me on an elevator. The elevator rose and we got 
off to visit a cruel, barbaric world where people were treated like 
slaves. 
Another time they took me on an airplane. 1 couldn't see outside 
the plane, then suddenly 1 heard strange noises and saw bright 
flashes of light. The windows cleared and 1 saw otherplanes dropping 
bombs and thunderous explosions on the ground, like an atomic war 
was underway. The plane landed and my "teachers" took my hands 
and we started running over a desert terrain toward a mountain. A 
giant door appeared in the mountain and we ran in. Electronic 
equipment and monitors lined the inside of the huge cavern. The 
monitoring equipment amazed me because we were able to see 
everything outside of the mountain. Though 1 was full of questions, 
1 wasn't able to ask anything because the military people (men and 
women) who were operating the equipment were very busy and in a 
panic. Apparently, we were "losing" the war. 
Suddenly we were someplace else and my teachers were talking 
to me. They said that when 1 grew up, one of the worlds that they had 
been taking me to was the one 1 would be living in. They asked me 
which of these worlds did 1 want to live in. 1 said, "None of them. 1 
want to live in a nice world." 
They said, "Ifyou will work very hard, you can change the world 
and make it a better place to live in. If you promise us to work very 
hard to make a nice world, then we will help you." 
"Okay," 1 said. "I promise." 
From then on, for about thirty years, 1 had dreams my teachers 
were helping me learn things. 1 was taken to other planets, met ETs 
(extraterrestrials) and aliens, and was taught about life in the 
universe, other dimensions, alternate realities, and our own planet. 
Three years ago last April 1 had an unusual UFO experience. 1 
lay down in bed and closed my eyes, then saw a huge UFO above the 
roof of my bedroom. 1 opened my eyes and wondered, "How can this 
be?" Then 1 closed my eyes and saw the UFO again. It was shaped 
like a multi-faceted diamond, the kind of diamond used in engage­
ment rings. Each facet shone brightly. 
Suddenly I'm in a big room aboard the UFO. About 200 chairs 
are facing a stage with a podium, and behind that is a twenty-foot 
white screen. 
Fifty or sixty people are sitting in the back of the room. 1 head 
towards them because 1 want to see if1 recognize any of them, so 1 
can ask them the next day if they had a similar dream last night. But 
then a man came on the stage and told everyone to sit quickly 
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because there isn't much time left. I realized that we were aboard a 
UFO, but our bodies were back in bed sleeping. 
The man on stage started talking and pictures flashed on the 
screen. The next thing I know we're getting up from our seats. Again 
I started towards the back of the room, but I felt a tap on my shoulder 
and heard a man's voice telling me to go into another room. He 
pointed to a door. 
I entered a smaller room with about 40 chairs and a stage with a 
smaller screen behind it I sat in a chair in the front row, and saw 
about twenty other people file into the room. I tried looking for a 
familiar face, but a man started talking onstage and I turned around 
to pay attention to what he was saying. 
He talked for awhile, then said it was getting late and we had to 
return. I got up and started to tum around to glimpse the others when 
I felt another tap on my shoulder and the man pointed to another 
door. He told me to go in there because a couple of others would be 
joining me. Ifeltvery privileged to be one of the three who were being 
allowed to stay. 
When I entered the room I was amazed. It was so huge! I felt like 
I was on the bridge of a starship. The circular room had over 100 
monitors mounted on the ceiling. The monitors showed views from 
all over our planet and from outer space. While I was standing there 
in awe I felt a hand on my shoulder and a man pointed at a computer. 
He told me to sit before it and another man would be over to help me. 
I did. A man came to me and said, "We found that you people can 
learn faster by computer. I will show you how to operate it You can 
slow it down ifit is going too fast oryou can speed it up to learn faster. 
Run it at a comfortable speed to you. But the faster you run it the 
more knowledge you'll learn. " 
The next thing I know I'm waking up in bed thinking, 'Wow, 
what a fantastic dream!" 
The most curious thing about the experience is I could never see 
the face of the man who kept tapping my shoulder. It was as ifI wasn't 
allowed to tum around. And I don't remember the content of all that 
information I was being given. But! know when the right time comes, 
I'll remember it 
I believe in UFOs, and I think there's some kind of government 
cover-up going 00. I think the government is afraid there may be a 
panic ifwe discover that intelligent beings from elsewhere are in our 
midst I've talked to a doctor who has dooe an autopsy 00 a dead alien 
that was recovered from a crashed UFO site. The doctor described 
the entity as about four feet tall with no digestive or reproductive 
system. His theory is that it was a clone. 
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Photo said to be ofa dead 
creature found on the loca­
tion ofa crashed alien craft in 
New Mexico. Photo courtesy 
of Icufon Archives. 
I've belonged to CUP since 1971. We have about 100 members, 
and we don't endorse one explanation for the UFO phenomenon but 
stay open-minded about what's happening in the field. 
At CUP, we're doing what the government should be doing. We 
examine UFO reports from all over the world, then make ourfindings 
available to the public. Our information is for anyone. 
I hope in ten years there won't be a need for CUP because I hope 
by then we'll all know what's going on. I'd like to think that by then 
we'll have made full contact with our extraterrestrial visitors. 
Richard T. Lee, 49, o/Cuyahoga Falls, Ohio, was interoiewed by 
phone. His voice was one o/a researcher-calm to the point o/passivity, 
yet impassioned when relating his work as a Mutuai UFO Network 
(MUFON) investigator. As Summit and Portage County Director 0/ 
MUFON (a volunteer position) , Richard examines evidence 0/ UFO 
sightings in the area. He learns o/sightings through police reports (most 
police and highway patrol dispatch rooms have a MUFON number 
handy) and through eyewitnesses who contact him. Richard's payingjob 
is a head custodian for the Akron Public School System. 
I love a mystery. 
That's the part that grabs you, the mystery. I've been a MUFON 
investigator for about 20 years, and every time I get a call to inves­
tigate a UFO sighting, tingles shoot through my body. 
My interest in UFOs began when I was in my high school science 
club.The otherguys were all engineer types. Me, I wasn't into college 
prep. But I loved science. Finding out how things worked. I e~en built 
my own telescope. One day, a guy in the club asked me if I wanted 
to go to a UFO group: the Flying Saucer Investigating Committee of 
Akron. 
Well, Igothooked. 
After high school, I spent three years in the army as a missile 
launch technician, then as a target-tracking radar operator. Even in 
the army I was watching the sky. 
Sometime in the 1970s-1 can't exactly remember when-I ap­
plied to MUFON in Seguin, Texas, and was accepted to be an 
investigator for my area. It's a volunteer position, but I don't care. If 
I had my choice between getting paid to sit behind a desk,or walking 
in a field of flattened grass with my Geiger counter measuring trace 
radiation left by an alleged UFO landing ... Well, which would you 
rather do? 
As an investigator I've seen lots of things that can't be explained 
in a totally rational way. And I've talked with thousands of people. 
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Their stories are so incredible, yet they tell them in such a way that 
you. can't help but wonder .. . . 
like a woman in the Warren area who has told me about short, 
almond-eyed men who've been visiting her all her life. When she was 
young, they'd come into her room at night and take her away for what 
she calls "religious experiences." Now she's grown, and the same 
things are happening to her family. One night, a shadow came over 
her son when he was outside and he was levitated upwards into what 
he calls "a huge aircraft hangar in the sky." 
Then there's the prominent Cleveland attorney who told me 
. about a UFO that arose from Lake Erie. He was alone, fishing on the 
lake. Suddenly the water started bubbling and boiling, then a disc­
shaped object broke out of the water and floated up into the night 
sky. He's got no pictures or proof, but he's a sane man-if I men­
tioned his name, there'd be a good chance you'd have heard of 
him-and I lean towards believing him. 
And there was an interesting sighting at the Akron-Canton Air­
port fourteen years ago. A guy going south on 1-77 at about 7:30 p.m. 
saw a power outage at the airport, then noticed a disc-shaped object 
about forty feet long at the end of a runway. I called airport officials 
to investigate and was told by an electrician that the FAAhadn't given 
the airport permission to light its runways at that time. When I called 
back later to verify the story, I was bluntly told the matter was closed. 
When things like that happen, it makes me wonder .... 
I've never had a contact experience, but I've seen lights in the 
sky I can't explain. One night in the fall of 1972 I was with some 
friends in Virginia Kendall Park, near Blossom Music Center. 
Around midnight one guy jumped up, grabbed his binoculars and 
started running down a hill, screaming that he was seeing something 
in the sky. I grabbed my binoculars and took off after him. 
In the western sky there were six orange lights in a diagonal line, 
and the line was at a 30· angle to the ground. Theywere a little bigger 
than aircraft landing lights, and they glowed a strong pumpkin­
orange color. 
Now I know that area, especially its aircraft flight patterns (it's 
part of my job-you don't know how many UFO sightings tum out 
to be aircraft orblimps), so I knew the lights weren't aircraft. Besides, 
the lights were stationary. Five to ten seconds later, the lights winked 
out from top to bottom, like a series of on-off switches had been 
thrown. 
I didn't get all hot and excited like my friend because by nature 
I'm a person slow to react to things. Besides, I was too busy trying to 
calculate things like distance between lights (about two to five miles 
apart), distance between myself and the objects (unsure), etc. I saw 
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the phenomenon the same way as if it was something I was writing 
a report on. 
When it comes to UFOs, I believe there's something that's open 
to explanation, but I have no idea what they are orwhat they're doing. 
But the mystery intrigues me. 
I guess I'm waiting for something to come out of the sky and 
clobber me over the head with a baseball bat and say, 'This is it!" 
lawrence Blazey, 89, of Bay Village, Ohio, is a gentleman who 
disdains sugar, caffeine, andfood additives. Perhaps his extreme health­
consciousness is the reason that he looks much younger than his age. 
He speaks softly yet intensely about his research into paranormal 
subjects. Lawrence is a member of the Ancient Astronaut Society of 
Chicago, guided by Erich von Diiniken, and he is president of the 
Cleveland UFO Society, which meets monthly to discuss UFOs and 
other occult subjects. Lawrence is an architectural and engineering 
designer, and has taught painting and ceramics classes at the Beck 
Center, and classes elsewhere in natural hygiene and parapsychology. 
I'm an Aries, so I'm open to anything new. All my life I've studied 
things like parapsychology, metaphysics and spirituology, and in 
1938 I decided to learn more about UFOs. I started by reading East 
Indian literature. The epic Mahabharata talks at great length about 
a war between the people of India and extraterrestrials in about 5000 
B.C. 
The Bible is also filled with contact-type stories. Spiritual beings 
have been coming to our planet for thousands of years. The Aztec, 
Mayan, and Native American cultures contain many contact stories 
too. 
I have evidence that groups of aliens have landed surreptitiously 
at different times and contacted our government. The Gray race, 
which comes from the-constellation of Orion, made a treaty with 
President Eisenhower. Under the treaty, the Grays give us 
knowledge about gene splicing, cloning, and how they reproduce. In 
return, we provide them with caves and tunnels in the Earth to use 
as bases, because the Grays can't live in sunlight. The President also 
gave them permission to abduct our people and animals so they can 
study us. 
Two races from Zeta Reticuli, in the Pleiades, have also landed 
on earth. These races are closest to us in terms of physical ap­
pearance, yet they have reptilian characteristics. The reptilians are 
at war with the Grays, and the Grays are helping us by giving us 
information about the different types of aliens we're being invaded 
by. 
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The reason for these invasions is the aliens want to advance 
themselves spiritually and improve their individual consciousnesses. 
They're completely devoid of spirituality and religious direction, and 
don't care about us as physical beings. They randomly and wantonly 
abduct our people, and in some cases even remove fetuses from 
mothers, then use the fetuses for experimental purposes. 
I have over 100 books and pamphlets on this subject. William 
Cooper, an ex-CIA agent, has written extensively on the secret 
government operating within our government. This secret govern­
ment, with funding from international bankers, is cooperating with 
the aliens. 
Earth's existence, and the root of our religious teachings as 
explained in the Bible, is to provide spiritual enlightenment for 
beings on other planets. Between now and the end of the 20th century 
we will be able to voyage to other planets, thanks to information from 
our contacts with the aliens. They travel through time warps and can 
transfer themselves into other, higher planes, then materialize back 
into their present form. There are gurus in India who already have 
this power. 
People who confess to have had contacts with UFOs are com­
pletely ignorant of their purpose, source, or intent. Most people are 
so stupid that they can't read anything like this without considering 
it fantastic, or a work of science fiction. 
I've seen plenty of odd lights in the night sky, like rapid move­
ments of "stars" that change positions, disappear, then reappear 
elsewhere. These forms of movement suggest extraterrestrial ob­
jects, with some kind of intelligence guiding them. 
When I met Joe H. Turner, 72, ofCanton, Ohio, his first words 
were, "I'm the kind ofguy that ain't afraid to speak my mind about 
anything. "And he lived up to his promise. A self-proclaimed pack rat 
and handyman, Joe recently retired after working for 26 years in the 
construction industry. In his varied life, he has also been a tugboat 
hand, a dry cleaner, and a laborer on a Mennonite farm. 
In 1954 I saw the movie The Thing, about an alien that's found in 
the Arctic. The movie ended with these words: "Watch the skies. 
Strange things will come from the skies. " Well, that inspired me to 
start watching the skies. I traded my pistol for a pair of binoculars at 
a local hock shop. 
Many nights I sat out watching the skies, but nothing happened. 
But I'm a patient guy, and don't get charged up easily. 
In the fall of 1955, at about eight p.m.-I can't remember the 
exact date-I was walking down the road towards my sister-in-Iaws 
Drawing made by Turner. 
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house, where my wife was waiting for me. Canton was a lot woodsier 
then. I looked up at the big full moon shining in the sky and saw a 
little red dot, about ten o'clock high, coming from the side of the 
moon and heading toward me at an angle. The red dot changed to a 
white light, bright as a welder's torch. Then its color changed to a 
reddish-orange. 1 just looked up at it, gaping, and thought, "Oh, my 
God, it's gonna stop right over me!" 
And it did. The circular craft made three flutters, like a leaf does 
when it's floating down, and hovered about 75 feet over my head. The 
underside of it was a dullish gray, and there were no lights on it. It 
made no noise, and I felt no heat. It must've been about 100 feet 
across. 
All of a sudden I'm paralyzed-I can't talk or move a muscle. All 
I could move was my eyes. Then I felt something pressing on me, 
and I'm floating upwards until I'm standing on a metal platform i!tside 
a strange craft that's shaped like the inside of a giant bell. The walls 
looked like fresh-cast aluminum, and there were no seams. 
Stretching before me like a curtain was a curve of red electrical 
sparkles about four feet high, and maybe twelve feet long. Then 1 
blacked out. 
When 1came to, I'mstanding in the middle ofthe road, a hundred 
feet from where I started to cross the street. And I'm looking at the 
Union Metal Storage Yard. 1 saw another UFO coming up over the 
yard. Itwas a beautiful, fantastic machine with six fiery exhausts like 
red-hotfumaces that burned silently. The round, 30-footcraftglowed 
a self-illuminating orange, and as it rose I could look straight up into 
the six red jets. Then it zoomed west into the sky and disappeared. 
1 was numb with shock. I walked about 100 feet to my sister-in­
law's house and said nonchalantly to my wife, "I just saw a UFO." 1 
didn't say anything more, and neither did she. 
Then my nightmares started. In my nightmare I'd be lying on a 
stainless steel table about 40 inches wide and eight feet long. I was 
paralyzed, and I'd be grunting. I'd see these long, dirty-gray hands 
reaching over me to examine my penis. The hands had no thumbs 
and long, very skinny fingers. They'd shove my penis down and 
examine my foreskin. 
I haven't had that nightmare in three years, and I'm damn glad. 
Also, for years after the experience I'd get this strange sickness 
about every six months. I'd get a violentfever, then violent chills, and 
I'd end up losing a week of work. My mind would be racing a mile a 
minute, and I couldn't stop thinking about those damn UFOs. 
And another thing: before the experience, I was a kind of quiet 
person, but afterwards I became an extrovert. I couldn't stop telling 
people about my experience. My construction buddies laughed at 
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me, but I didn't care. Later, I joined three UFO clubs and I've been 
going to them ever since. 
I've had two more contact experiences since then. On March 30, 
1983, at about 7:45 p.m., I was watching a TV special about 
shipwrecks in Lake Erie. Then my son, who'd been tooling around 
outside the house, started banging on the front door. "Dad!" he cried, 
all excited. "Come out here and see this strange plane!" 
We saw this boomerang-shaped thing about 40 feet wide and 100 
feet long about 300 feet in the air, and it was gliding across the sky 
so slowly you could walk along underneath it A ten-foot light sat on . 
its peak, and my boy said it had been turning on a bright searchlight 
when it was about half a mile away. It silently skimmed across the 
treetops, then moved west and skated out of sight Later on, I learned 
two others had seen it 
Then on July 10, same year, at about 10:45 p.m., my wife and I 
were looking at the sky when something exploded with a bright white 
light that lit our house and the surrounding woods. I screamed, 
"Look! Look!" at my wife as the thing flew past She just calmly 
replied, "It was a shooting star or a meteorite." My jaw dropped, and 
I told her, "We've got people in our UFO group that would give their 
right ann to see what you just saw!" 
My wife hates my UFO hobby with a passion. It hasn't caused 
the breakup of our marriage, butlots of words have been spoken. She 
says UFOs are the work of the devil, and all of us UFO watchers have 
our heads screwed on wrong. But she still loves me. 
Would you believe I've seen nothing since then? But I keep 
watching the skies, becau~e you never know. 
Conclusion 
As I first met these Clevelanders who claimed knowledge of 
extraterrestrial visitors, I was skeptical. But when I listened to their 
extraordinary stories, and perceived the conviction in their voices, I 
began to wonder-was something "out there" that I knew nothing 
about? 
Perhaps you are wondering the same thing . . 
For further infonnation about UFO clubs in this area, I attach 
addresses and phone numbers of some of the people I've talked to.O 
UFO Support Group 
Raven Dana 
811 East 200 Street 
Euclid OH 44119 
(216)531-3464 
CUP 
Mary Ann Hawk 
7653 Normandie 
Boulevard, C-33 
Cleveland OH 44130 
(216) 243-0782 
MUFON 
Richard T. Lee 
912 Davis Avenue 
Cuyahoga Falls OH 
44221 
Cleveland UFO Society 
Lawrence Blazey 
537 Juneway Drive 
Bay Village OH 44140 
Counterpoint 

Skeptical Watchers 
Being incorrigible skeptics, The Gamufs editors entertained some 
doubts about the experiences recounted in Benjamin Gleisser's ar­
ticle "Watchers of the Skies." Without doubting the sincerity of the 
people who tell of experiences with UFOs and extraterrestrials, we 
wondered if they might be subject to some sort of delusion. So we 
asked our colleague Steve Slane, a professor of psychology at 
Cleveland State, about the article. The resulting conversation, con­
siderably boiled down, follows. 
SlANE: I have to say at the outset that I don't believe in UFOs. 
On the other hand I do believe that most people who have a UFO 
experience are reasonably normal, adjusted people. The problem for 
me is to reconcile those two conflicting facts. I would ask three 
questions: first, what produces the belief to begin with, and what 
maintains it? Second, what kind of people have these experiences? Is 
there a type, for example? And third, what function does this belief 
serve for these people? 
The experiences narrated in the article have certain things in 
common, both in terms of the experience and in terms of the way the 
person understands it. I was interested that some of the experiences 
start very young. And they are usually confirmed by someone else­
often an important adult, such as a parent. 
My interpretation is that the person has some unusual ex­
perience, one that may be difficult to explain, such as a striking 
coincidence. The individual may not be in a situation to test the reality 
of it, and is confused or upset by it. There's a lot of emotion attached 
to it. 
GAMUT: For example, in one narrative the woman describes a 
person leaning over her crib when she was two years old. 
SlANE: Yes, such an experience could easily have been a dream 
or a partial memory. But later, as an adult, the person could have 
interpreted the experience in a special way, and the reactions of 
others could have aided in that interpretation or confirmed it. A 
Skeptical Watchers 89 
similar process has been noted in research done on people who 
believe in witches or who believe themselves to be witches. Almost 
all of them had some unusual experience early in their lives-for 
example, they wished something to happen and it happened. And in 
nearly all cases, there was an adult who instead of saying, "Oh, it's 
just a coincidence," said "Oh, you have vision" or powers, or some­
thing of that sort. 
GAMUT: Maybe a book like Streiber's Communion provides 
this kind of external validation. 
SlANE: Certainly hearing of similar experiences would have a 
suggestive or reinforcing effect. In the article, the author mentions 
that once one UFO sighting has been made then suddenly there are 
many sightings, very similar ones, in the same area. Recently we had 
an episode in a Cleveland public school where so many students 
became ill that the school had to be closed, but to my knowledge no 
one ever discovered any physical cause for the illnesses. History has 
many examples of this kind of mental contagion. 
GAMUT: When there is a well publicized search for a criminal 
he is often sighted in many different places at the same time. I · 
suppose you could say the support groups mentioned in the article 
give similar reinforcement. But doesn't the need for a support group 
show insecurity, a weakness in the position? 
SlANE: At any rate it shows that someone taking this position 
feels a need of support. Belief in UFOs is not widely held, or at least 
widely admitted; you can be ostracized for publicly avowing beliefs 
like this. Once you've made a public commitment, such statements 
are hard to retract. When you are that vulnerable, you need all the 
support you can get. Such groups probably tend to reinforce the 
original belief, though, and it becomes more resistant to contradic­
tory evidence. 
GAMUT: A belief like this has religious overtones, doesn't it? 
SlANE: Very much so. It is a system, similar to a religion, which 
is based on faith, not necessarily on scientific fact. 
GAMUT: The accounts often refer to benevolent higher powers. 
SlANE: Yes, at least benevolent to the experiencer. It's interest­
ing that they take on many of the characteristics of whatever culture 
they're observed in. 
GAMUT: Nowadays aU the aliens are environmentalists. They 
are going to save the planet. 
SlANE: And save at least certain select people. These experien­
ces with extraterrestrials often seem to fulfill the need of the person 
to feel important-to be one of the chosen few. Afactor-not a cause, 
but a contributing factor-in these experiences would be a need for 
self-esteem, a need for external control of one's life. They may fill a 
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void in people's belief system, the need to believe in some higher 
power. Interestingly, these experiences often seem to occur at 
periods in people's lives when there are heightened tensions, espe­
cially sexual tensions, as in adolescence. Many extraterrestrial en­
counters have veiled or sublimated sexual implications. 
GAMUT: What about the conspiracy theories-that the govern­
ment is concealing material that would prove the existence of UFOs? 
SlANE: I wouldn't by any means say that all people who have 
these beliefs are delusional, but such suspicions are characteristic of 
delusion. Of course one of the important functions of a delusional 
system is to organize the world for the believer. It's hard to attack 
such a system because it is based on an unassailable assumption, an 
original act of faith. 
GAMUT: If belief in extraterrestrials is like a religion, then 
wouldn't it replace traditional religions in the lives of the believers? 
SlANE: I don't have the numbers at hand, but I think that's 
exactly what it does in many cases. 
GAMUT: Then the bestway for us to approach this phenomenon 
is to treat the believers with the tolerance we would extend to any 
other religion that we do not understand or consider irrational. 
SlANE: Right. 0 
Opinion 

When Did It Happen? 
How long was the Roman year? How many years elapsed between 
the year 1 AD.C. (ab urbe condita-Latin for "from the founding of 
the City [of Rome 1") and the taking of Constantinople by Mohammed 
II in 1453? Was there a year O? What is the difference between 1200 
AH. (After Hegira) and 1200 C.E. (Common Era)? If you cannot 
answer these questions, you have plenty of company. The confusion 
is all the result of a tendency in each culture to believe that history 
began with its own beginning. The Chinese, who possess the longest 
continuous culture, and the Egyptians and Central and South 
Americans, whose extended cultures have died out, each have a 
different starting point And each has or had at some time a unique 
calendar reflecting its sense ofits own importance and centrality. The 
revolutionaries who abolished the monarchy in France created a 
whole new calendar in which September 22, 1792 was the first day of 
Year One, signalizing the thoroughgoing transformation of their 
world. 
But the economic and military success of the Christian nations 
of Europe has imposed on the world a calendar reflecting its narrow 
religious views regardless of the beliefs of Moslems, Buddhists, 
Jews, and followers of numerous other systems. The world, how­
ever, as we are constantly being told, is now a single global village, 
with manifold interactions and a need for a single time table. During 
the last century what this country needed was a uniform time table 
for the railroads, when every little town had its own solar time which 
differed from its neighbors by a few minutes. The rational solution 
was the time zones with which we are now all familiar (P.S.T., 
E.D.T... ). And what the world needs now is a common starting point, 
a new calendar-for everyone. 
Anyone familiar with a little ancient history must sense the irony 
of such a date as 14 AD. for the battle of the Teutoburger Forest in 
which three of Augustus's legions were annihilated by the German 
Arminius (Herrmann) and his rebellious warriors. As the emperor 
mourned his lost eagles (insigne of a Roman legion), he could not 
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The cornerstone ofa former 
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Christian and Jewish calen­
dars. 
have realized that the date of that disaster (767 A U.C.) 
would some day be converted to a date emanating from 
the life of one of his obscurest subjects in one of his least 
important provinces. Any student of history must have 
run into the difficulty of dealing with negative dates: 
after the assassination of Caesar in 44, the battle of 
Philippi, which brought down the curtain on Brutus, 
took place in 42! 
It also seems a curious eccentricity that the calen­
dared world should only be stumbling toward the end 
of its second millennium when the earth is several billion years old, 
mankind has been around for a million years more or less, the cave 
paintings of Lascaux, which imply the use of language, are 30-40,000 
years old, and the earliest recorded linguistic scratchings of our 
species date from perhaps a hundred centuries ago. Things need to 
be set right before they become even more confused than they are 
now. 
What I propose is a New World Chronology. in which we would 
jettison the before-and-after system in currentuse and have a uniform 
starting point for all countries and cultures, far enough back that 
none could claim to precede it. The question then becomes, what is 
the earliest historical date? 
The Egyptians, the Babylonians, the Chinese, the Hebrews do 
not claim to have been active much before 5000 or 6000 years ago. If 
the starting point of our Historical Era (H.E.) is set at ten thousand 
years ago, it is unlikely that a record of any datable event could be 
found that was earlier. Consequently, the year 2000 could become 
the year 10,000 H.E., and all the events that have taken place in 
recorded history could be placed on that scale. All the B.C. dates 
would occur in a continuous positive sequence showing their 
relationship to our time, instead ofgoihg backwards, coming to a stop 
at zero or,thereabouts and starting in the opposite direction, a crazy 
idea thought up by a Scythian monk (Dionysius Exiguus) living in 
Rome in the sixth century (c. 1200 AU.C.) and adopted by the 
English a hundred years later, after which it swept the continent. The 
problems created by this public relations move of the Papacy are with 
us every day. 
Ageneral acceptance of the system I suggestwould give us a list 
of noteworthy events like the following selection: 
3759 The Egyptian calendar starts (earliest known date). 
3996 Date of creation according to Bishop Ussher. 
4800 United Egyptian kingdom established in Memphis. 
6250 Code of Harnmurabi in Babylon. 
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6477 Shang dynasty of China begins. 
6800 Trojan war. 
7247 Rome founded. 
7449 Birth of Confucius. 
7510 Battle of Marathon. 
7937 Birth of Augustus. 
8622 Hegira of Mohammed. 
8800 Coronation of Charlemagne. 
9099 Fall of Jerusalem (First Crusade). 
9213 Conquest of China by Genghis Khan. 
9436 Invention of printing. 
9453 Fall of Constantinople to Mohammed II. 
9776 Declaration of Independence adopted. 
9792 Year One of the French Republican Calendar. 
9805 French Republican Calendar discontinued (Year 12). 
9974 President Nixon resigns. 
9986 Gorbachev announces glasnost and perestroika. 
It should be obvious from a look at this chronology that the 
relationship between events is simpler and clearer. Events are in 
proportion to each other. Three centuries do not bulk as large as they 
do under the present system. Throughout time, people in power have 
tried to fix the calendar (Caesar, Pope Gregory ...), so a fix now 
would not be a total innovation. Archaeologists and geologists al­
ready use a similar method of telling years (for example, 28,000 B.P., 
Before Present). And the World Calendar Association long tried to 
make the months and days of the week come out evenly but ran into 
the powerful lobby of calendar makers. 
Other than its obvious usefulness, the proposed system would 
have an important political benefit. The current calendar is a fossil­
ized remnant of Eurocentric colonialism, of a time when the Church 
militantly strode out to save the pagan aborigines from their lack of 
belief in Christianity, a time when the civilized Arabs (who had 
preserved the knowledge of the ancient Greeks) were exposed to the 
brutish crusaders intent on loot under color of religion, when the 
Jesuits travelled to China to civilize the inhabitants of the Middle 
Kingdom and discovered a learning that amazed them. In other 
words, dropping the current calendar would get a specific minority 
religion out of the lives of people who have no interest in it. 0 
-Dionysius Amplus, in the month ofAugustus 9991 H.E. 
(Our readers are encouraged to come forward with their controversial view 
on any subject. passionately held and firmly expressed for publication in 
this space. 500-1500 words. Anonymity is possible.) 
Review 

Broken Images: a Study of The Waste Land. 

By Robert L. Schwarz. Lewisburg, P A: Bucknell 

University Press, 1989. $36.50. 

Leonard Trawick 
Somewhere along the line-whether as a bewildered freshman in a 
World Lit course, or as a more sophisticated student of twentieth-cen­
tury culture-every reader of The Gamut has probably tangled with 
The Waste Land. Nowadays T.S. Eliot's poem is accepted as one of 
the major works in modern literature, but it did not always enjoy such 
a firm reputation. First published in 1922, the 435-line poem was 
immediately hailed by some young writers (including Conrad Aiken, 
Elinor Wylie, and Allen Tate) as a powerful new departure, and it was 
denounced with equal vigor by such respected critics as John Crowe 
Ransom, who said it brought to a head "all·the specifically modern 
errors," and Louis Untermeyer, who pronounced the poem "a pom­
pous parade of erudition, ... a kaleidoscopic movement in which the 
bright-colored pieces fail to atone for the absence of an integrated 
design." Untermeyer's phrases sum up what most opponents ob­
jected to in The Waste Land: its fragmentary structure, which jux­
taposes apparently unrelated sections and leaves the job of integra­
tion to the reader; and its use of numerous allusions-in seven 
languages, and to literatures covering two millennia. The crowning 
outrage for many readers was the section of notes that Eliot added 
at the end of the poem identifying some of his sources. A reviewer 
for the Manchester Guardian bitterly complained of the "page of 
notes to every three pages of text," and concluded that "to all but 
anthropologists and literati" the poem was just "so much waste 
paper." 
Since the '20s, The Waste lantis stock has steadily risen. John 
Crowe Ransom recanted his early criticisms. The many books and 
articles about the poem that continue to appear are more concerned 
with elucidation than condemnation. That it has joined the canon of 
masterpieces is confirmed by its inclusion in The Norton Anthology of 
English Literature, where every year tens of thousands of college 
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students now look at it, perched atop a dense tangle of footnotes 
(Eliot's and the editors,), with no more mystification than is oc­
casioned by other great works. 
Still, it is a hard poem, and the far-flung literary references may 
well annoy even a sympathetic reader. But many valuable things are 
hard, and anyway, once we find out from notes and commentaries 
what Eliot's allusions refer to, we can understand The Waste Land 
without having first to read St Augustine's Confessions, Jessie 1. 
Weston's From Ritual to Romance, the Brihadaranyaka Upanishad, 
and all his other sources. 
Though notes such as those in The Norton Anthology are a good 
beginning, the average reader of the poem can profit from more 
detailed critical studies. There are plenty of books in the libraries 
about Eliot and his writings; for a beginning, one might look at those 
by Hugh Kenner, A Walton Litz, James E. Miller, Jr., and Grover 
Smith. But anyone interested in a thorough, sensible, and illuminat­
ing guide to The Waste Landmight well go straightto a copy of Broken 
Images, recently published by Clevelander Robert 1. Schwarz. 
After giving an overview of the poem's origins and main themes 
and movements, Schwarz devotes the greater part of his book to a 
section-by-section, line-by-line commentary on The Waste Land and 
the historical references and literary works woven into its lines. He 
says he began his research by reading "everything known to have 
been read by Eliot before 1922, including all the books for which he 
wrote reviews." John Livingston Lowes in his classic study, The Road 
to Xanadu, originated this procedure with the sources of Coleridge's 
"Rime of the Ancient Mariner" in order to understand the workings 
of the poet's mind; but Schwarz is interested less in probing Eliot's 
psyche than in clarifying the poem. In the course of his readings, 
Schwarz arrived at some interpretations that differ from previously 
accepted ones. So Broken Images is not only a useful handbook for 
first-time readers of The Waste Land, it also contains original critical 
contributions that scholars will value. 
Those famous footnotes Eliot appended to his poem indicate that 
"not only the title, but the plan and a good deal of the symbolism of 
the poem were suggested by Miss Jessie 1. Weston's book on the 
Grail legend: From Ritual to Romance," and to Sir James Frazer's 
twelve-volume anthropological study of myth, The Golden Bough. 
According to Schwarz, Eliot eventually "stated flatly that the Weston­
Frazer version of the poem was a wild goose chase on which he had 
purposely sent the critics, but by the time he admitted it, the literary 
establishment had vested so much interest in the interpretation ... 
that there seemed no turning back." While there are certainly refer­
ences to the vegetation myths treated by Weston and Frazer, 
96 Leonard Trawick 
Schwarz emphasizes other influences. Dante's Divine Comedy­
especially the Inferno-looms pervasively behind The Waste Land, 
Eliofs own tour through the Hell of twentieth-century Europe. All 
around him Eliot saw Western civilization falling apart. His use of 
fragments from many literatures recalls the achievements of the past 
and at the same time shows them in disintegration. 
One of the representatives of European decay is Countess Marie 
Larisch, whom Schwarz identifies as the speaker of lines 13-16: 
And when we were children, staying at the archduke' 5, 
My cousin' 5, he took me out on a sled, 
And I was frightened. He said, Marie, 
Marie, hold on tight. And down we went. 
The countess's autobiography, My Past (1913), describes her role in 
bringing the beautiful seventeen-year-old Baroness Marie Vetsera 
together with the Archduke Rudolph, crown prince of Austria, who 
made her his mistress and then persuaded her, in January 1889, to 
join him in a successful suicide pact. So behind the apparently simple 
passage is the suggestion of decadence, lust, and self-destruction. 
Schwarz finds other reflections of My Past in The Waste Land: the 
neurasthenic woman in the "Game of Chess" section, for example, is 
based in part on Countess Larisch's descriptions of her aunt, 
Empress Elizabeth of Austria (as well as on Eliofs wife Vivien); and 
the lines "Musing upon the king my brother's wreck/ And on the 
king my father's wreck before him" reflect not only Shakespeare's 
The Tempest but King Otto of Bavaria, Marie Larisch's uncle. 
This is only one of many examples of Schwarz's use of Eliofs 
reading to throw light on the poem. Sometimes Schwarz gives us 
more about asource than we need to know, and sometimes his prose 
is less than sprightly. But as the commentary moves along methodi­
cally, line by line, it builds a persuasive case for the poem's depth and 
coherence. IfLouis Untermeyer had had Broken Images to help him, 
he too might have seen The Waste Land as most readers now see it, 
a work of great skill and power, which careful study only continues 
to enrich. 0 
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